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‘the worlds 








most wanted pen 


7 1TH men of music, science, letters—with business and social leaders The precision-fit cap slips on—locks securely without twisting. Within 


—Parker “51” is the preferred writing instrument. Famed on the gleaming barrel the 51's patented filler is safely concealed. 





every continent—known in every language—no other pen is so desired. Only the 51” is designed for satisfactory use with Parker Superchrome 
Yes, the demand runs high for Parker 51’s. Yet more of these fine pens Ink that dries as it writes! (It can, of course, also use ordinary ink.) 
than ever before are now being shipped . . . so seek yours soon. See the Parker “51” of your choice today. Colours: Black, Blue Cedar, 


Dove Gray. Gold-filled Cap Pen— $18.00; Gold-filled Cap Pencil — 
$9.00; Gold-filled Cap Set— $27.00; Lustraloy Cap Pen— $15.00; 
Lustraloy Cap Pencil — $6.00; Lustraloy Cap Set — $21.00. 

PARKER PEN CO., LTD., TORONTO, CANADA 


Parker of 


Mites day with wet ink!” 


Every detail of the Parker “51” reflects unhurried craftsmanship. It is 
fashioned to highest standards of precision. Hooded against air, dirt and 
damage, the unique point starts instantly—writes smoothly. For the tip 
is a ball of micro-polished Osmiridium—fused to 14K gold. 








American-born concert violin- 
ist and composer whose artis- 
try is familiar to lovers of fine 


music the world over, 


IN THE HAND OF ALBERT SPALDING 


706 
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Petticoat by 
New York 
Silkwear. 

Nylon has what it takes for busy 
fashionable living . . . that’s what 
women everywhere are realizing 

more and more. They especially like 
nylon lingerie. It’s so easy to wash and 
dries so quickly—it’s not even necessary 
to iron—it’s made laundering a 

cinch instead of a chore. 

And along with their delicacy of 
appearance, all nylon undies, whether 
nighties, slips, panties or bras, have an 
amazing resistance to wear. For 

full satisfaction in fashion, fit and wear, 
look for the C-I-L Nylon Lingerie Tag 
... your guide to quality. The beauty 


Petticoat by 
Finnie Perrins. 


of Nylon is its lasting beauty. 
Canadian Industries Limited, Nylon 
Division, Merchandising Service, 
P.O. Box 10, Montreal. 


Petticoat by 
New York Silkwear. 





MANUFACTURERS OF NYLON YARNS FOR THE TEXTILE INDUSTRY 
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Unhappy Wives 


TRAVEL a great deal throughout this country of ours, and 
talk to many, many women. One of the strongest impressions | 
have, as a result, is that Canadian women are not as happy as 
they should be. 
Age doesn’t seem to matter. Whether I talk to brides, young 
mothers, or matrons, I find the same mood among a great majority 


of them—a vague dissatisfaction. A nagging sense of loss. 


There are none of the soap-opera blues about these women. 
They count their blessings gratefully. They know they have kindly 
husbands, healthy children, comfortable homes. They have enough 
to live on; plenty to do. 

I think it lies in that funny, old- 
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But something is missing. 
fashioned word “Self-Expression. 
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INFLUENZAE z , . S : Each one of us has a creative force which needs some personal 
Se . “<n statement of our own individual intelligence for fulfillment. 
“- ote oF : : 7 
oe “’y Without it, we cannot find true contentment, 
5 
; 


ms 
s we 
é ‘ . 
rs? 4 
ce - 
‘ 
Ze? 


MEET YOUR TENANTS 


—ALL UNDESIRABLE 


They are members of that evil and persistent family of germs called the 


**Secondary Invaders.’ 


When present in the mouth—and they often 


are—they can be responsible for much of the misery of a cold. 


EDICAL MEN tell us that while some 

kind of a virus may frequently 
start a cold, the so-called “Secondary 
Invaders” are among the germs that so 
often complicate it, and are responsible 
for many of its distressing symptoms. 

Apparently these threatening little fel- 
lows can live harmlessly enough in your 
mouth and throat week in, week out. 
Then some day, when you’re under par, 
over-tired, or with body resistance low- 
ered by drafts, wet or cold feet or sudden 
changes in temperature, they can stage 
a “mass invasion” of the tissues. You're 
headed for trouble! 

Your common sense tells you that if 
you can guard against such a “mass in- 
vasion” you have a better chance of 
heading off the trouble it so often stirs up. 


Germs Killed on Throat Surfaces 


If you have been with people suffering 
from colds, better gargle with Listerine 
Antiseptic. Used frequently during the 
12-to-36-hour period of “incubation”, 
when a cold may be developing, this pre- 
caution may help head off the infection 
entirely or lessen its severity. 





Listerine Antiseptic reaches way back 
on throat surfaces and quickly kills mil- 
lions of bacteria. 

Actual tests have shown reductions on 
mouth and throat surfaces ranging up to 
96.7% fifteen minutes after a Listerine 
Antiseptic gargle, and up to 80% an 
hour after. 

This marked germ-killing action, we 
believe, helps to explain Listerine Anti- 
septic’s impressive test record in fight- 
ing colds. 

[ests made over a period of twelve 
years showed that those who gargled 
Listerine Antiseptic twice daily had fewer 
colds and fewer sore throats, than those 
who did not gargle. Moreover, when 
Listerine Antiseptic users did have colds, 
they were usually milder and of shorter 
duration. 

Surely, when you feel a cold coming 
on, this germ-killing action is a wise 
precaution which warrants your serious 
consideration. But don’t forget—gargle 
early! 

Lampert PHarmMacat Co. (Canapa) Ltd 


Toronto, Ontario 


At the first sign of a cold or sore throat Gargle Listerine Antiseptic 
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MAYBE WE’RE not so smart in this twentieth century as we 
We've streamlined our lives in comparison with our 
But we haven’t taken into account something she 


think we are. 
grandmothers’. 
had—an opportunity for expressing a personal talent. 


We laugh at those talents. Poor, dear grandmother—with her 
water colors, her embroideries, her music in the drawing-room! But 
grandmother laughed too, in her enjoyment of those things. The 
family thought her canvases were wonderful; so did neighbors and 
friends. The petit-point seats for the dining room chairs hav« 
become family he irlooms 
after supper were fun for everyone. 


exchange them for our radio banalities. 


as she knew they would. The musicals 
I doubt whether she would 


The treadmill of housework, child care, community service is 
endless. Women pour out their energies into them day after day. 
They are, of course, creative energies— but too often, they represent 
energies which mean a self-immolation of a woman’s own mind. 
Who hasn’t watched a dinner which took two hours to cook, dis- 
appear in a few moments? Or felt that dishes were washed 
time to be used again? Or scrubbed the kitchen floor in preparation 
for the onrush of the family pup fresh from the muddy streets? 


just in 


PROGRESS HAS given our girls a chance for education in the 
professions; in the arts; in business. Women make brilliant students 
in all these phases of work. But at marriage the majority must put 
this promise of personal expression away, and turn their talents into 
housework, 


How wise and happy are those women who, somehow, find 
time in their busy lives for the things they want to do as individ- 
uals. They are crowding the extramural classes at the university, 
or the vocational schools at night. They are studying music, paint- 
ing; they are learning how to create distinctive handicrafts: how 
to write fiction. You’ve probably read of that grand old lady in the 
States who did not start to paint until she was 80—and whose work 
has been exhibited in many galleries. Today came a letter from one 
of our Councilors, saying that she had never touched the plano 
until she was past 30. Now she had a flourishing music class—and 
1 deep satisfaction. 


That’s the kind of thing I say when women tell me that there’s 
something missing from their lives. Do you think it makes sense? 
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these Bread Dishes 
make budgets happy / 


Ss A In these days of high costs, 
bread stretches your food money! 


















Veal Birds 
Give new interest to this 

old favorite by adding 
chopped. celery, chopped 
apples and seedless raisins to 
your standard bread stuffing. 


Brown Betty 

For variety, try ginger or 
cloves instead of cinnamon; 
try stewed apricots or 
prunes instead of apples. 


Rarebit in toast cups 
makes a delightful luncheon 
or late supper dish. Toast 
cups also give a festive air 
to creamed chipped beef. 


Salmon Loaf 

using equal parts of bread 
crumbs and fish is delightful 
served hot with a curry-flavored 
cream sauce or cold with 
mayonnaise. 


@ What a joy to know that you have 
the power to delight your family and 
at the same time, make your food 
money go further! In these days of 
Stuffed Eggplant high prices, let bread work magic for 
oe alee Sreaen cae —_ you day-in—day-out! Use bread to 
sausage makes this a real party dish. dress-up left-overs, to get more help- 
ings from expensive foods, to give 
variety to meals and ease the budget! 
Whether it is combined with other 
ingredients or eaten by itself, your 
baker’s bread is a highly nutritious 
food—substantial, satisfying and 
delicious! 


@ Canadian Bakers’ bread is 
an important source of protein 
for muscle building and tissue 
repair. Bakers’ bread is one 
of the cheapest sources of 
food energy, too! 





I~ ih 


wiytnuménumentan.  Bread’s Your Best Buy 


contribution to the advancement of national health. 
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... yet her skin is 
bridal fresh! 


To have and to hold . . . the fresh, 
radiant beauty of a youthful skin, 
Dorothy Gray Cream Concentrate 
contains Genocel* an active hormone 
ingredient, which helps to restrain the 
effect of years on the skin’s appearance. 
This active hormone ingredient is present 
in young skin, but often lacking in mature 
skin. A superbly rich emollient, Cream 
Concentrate is for all women who want to 
keep or recapture a young complexion. 


$5.00 


Cream Concentrate is known 
as Cellogen Cream in U.S.A. 


Ds ES Cray 


CREAM CONCENTRATE 


ABET OS area rd 
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$9.000-a-Year Girl 


by Roland Wild 


HEN THE Brains Trust of the 

London BBC, a small group of 

elderly Quiz Kids, were asked in 

1940 where they would like to 

live if they had the choice of the 
world, two out of five replied without 
hesitation; ““Why, West Vancouver, 
British Columbia, of course.” 

It’s hard to say whether this was the 
major influence, but it is a fact that in 
the last few months a great number of 
tired or disappointed citizens from India, 
Hong Kong, and Britain have been 
getting off the train in Vancouver, clutch- 
ing their pocketbooks and asking the 
way to the nearest real estate agent. 

A lot of them find their way into an 
office on a top floor of Vancouver's 
(skyscraper) Marine Building, and are 
momentarily stopped in their tracks by 
the appearance of Muriel May, a green- 
eyed brunette with side-swept hair and 
winning smile, who regards the ex- 
builders of Empire, the retired admirals, 
the knighted colonels; and the Swedes, 
Swiss, Frenchmen, and Danes with a 
wholesome combination of 
acumen and hope that this will be, after 
all, another pleasant camaraderie. It 
will be. For Mrs. Muriel May, at 35 
years of age, is making more than 
$25,000 a year in a man’s job, likes it, and 
the people she deals with have a frank 
admiration for her. 

Muriel May is top sales representative 
for British Pacific Properties, part of the 
firm that built the Marine Building, the 
Lion’s Gate Bridge, and which now 


business 


owns 1,000 acres of the “world’s most 
desirable property” overlooking the 
big city, and still another 4,000 acres 
stretching westward to land’s end at 
Horseshoe Bay, B. C. So far as is known, 
she is the only woman in North America 
who made $25,000 in the last 12 months 


by selling real estate. She doesn’t 
intend to leave the record at that point, 
for she says; “This is only my first vear 
with British Properties. Next year I'll 
make it $50,000." She is frankly and 
charmingly out for success in a man’s 
world, but she links this ambition tn her 
mind with a sincere and_ persistent 
regard for her clients and for every foot 
of the fabulous property she sells. 

Since taking over complete sales 
representation for British Properties, 
last year-Muriel has sold close to a 
hundred homesites, totalling approxi- 
mately $200,000 in value. She isn’t 
doing badly for a girl who was making 
$40 a week as a private secretary and 
stenographer only three years ago. 

The big change came when Muriel, 
then aged 32, and the mother of a 
daughter 14, was introduced to a 
Vancouver real estate agent, Arnold N. 
Shook, who saw something in the wide 
green eyes that could sell houses and lots 
honestly. He invited her to take a 
chance and get into the big time. She 
left her job, borrowed $1,000 from her 
mother, bought a car, learned to drive it, 
and burrowed in at once, into the 
heretofore strictly male preserve of 
selling real estate. The first month she 
made $1,000 and repaid her mother. 
The next month she made $1,500. She 
was enjoying herself, for she loved 
meeting people, and she loved houses. 

“‘T used to go around years ago watch- 
ing houses being built,” Muriel tells you. 
**T’ve had three homes of my own, and I 
am enough of a homebody to know 
where the kitchen should be and what it 
should look like. Also I had learned 
some thing about construction, so I could 
talk capably about the types and grades 
of lumber used, and the thickness and 
quality of cement, etc. I’ve always felt 
that when a couple are buying a home, 
it’s the most important moment of their 
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What a feeling of confidence 
and self-assurance this Tampax 
gives to a woman on those bad 
days of the month. She goes about abso- 
lutely free from the worries connected 
with the external type of sanitary 
protection. Her Tampax is an internal 
absorbent. It can neither be seen nor 
felt when in place! 


RU) 
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Dressing in the morning, she dons no 
harness of belt-pin-pad. Therefore she 
carries no bulk to act as a reminder. No 
ridges will show nor edges chafe. No 
odor to be feared because odor cannot 
form with Tampax. Then how can she 
help feeling more like her usual self — 
daintier, more relaxed, more active? 

An invention of a doctor, Tampax is 
made of highly absorbent cotton firmly 
stitched—and it’s encased in applicators 
for easy insertion. Quick to change. No 
trouble todisposeof...Jointhe millions 
now using Tampax. Sold at drug and 
notion counters in 3 absorbency-sizes 
(Regular, Super, Junior). Average 
month's supply fits into your purse; 
the economy box holds 4 months’ 
average supply. Canadian Tampax 
Corporation Limited, Brampton, Ont. 
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ted for Advertising 
by the Journal of the American Medical Association 


CANADIAN TAMPAX CORPORATION LIMITED, 
Brampton, Ont 
Please send me plain wrapper a trial package of 

Tampax. I enclose 10¢ to cover cost of mailing. Size 
is checked below. 

( ) REGULAR ( ) super ( ) suntor 
Address. ..... Cece cece ces ccceeeeeceeeesesessee: 
§ City se eeeeeeeseness ELM ses eeee ess TKekSe 





lives. They don’t do it often; they are 
spending more at that time than they 
have ever spent before, and should be 
given sincere, sound advice.” 

Mrs. May disclaims any suggestion 
that she uses her looks or femininity to 
sell to the male half of the partnership. 
“It wouldn’t work,” she says bluntly. 
“Il know it’s a bit of a shock at times 
when people come into the office and 
meet a female sales person, but no man is 
going to be glamourized into buying a 
home. I sell to the women. I’m lucky 
I’ve got one of the finest 
deals in the world to offer, and I can give 
good, solid advice when I have the facts 
of their families and their means.” 

At the same time she is not above 
admitting that there is a psychological 
moment to produce the fountain pen. In 
the locker of her car there is a cheque 
book for every bank in Canada, and one 
of those tricky fountain pens which 
never run dry. 





because 


MURIEL MAY was born in Vancouver, 
one of a family of three. Her father was 
a detective, and she was old 
enough to be fully aware of it, tragedy 
struck. Richard Levis was only 27 when 
he was sent after “Mickey the Dago,” 
a hopped-up murderer living in Van- 
couver’s Skidroad district. Detective 
Levis found his quarry, but at the 
business end of a sawed-off shotgun, and | 
the family was left fatherless. Miuricl | 
matriculated at 15, was married at 17, 
and became a proud mother one year 
later. Muriel and daughter Marjorie 
have virtually grown up together, and 
are now the closest of companions. In 
spite of a busy social life, which takes in 
just about every smart party in Van- 
couver, Mrs. May has had time to teach 
her teen-ager to cook and learn the many 
angles of housekeeping and hostessing. 

To make her kind of money she has| 
given herself only 10 days’ holiday in 
two years. She hopes to do some 
traveling later on—mainly so that she 
will be able to tell her clients, “I’ve seen | 
California, and the Atlantic coast, and 
this is still the best place in the world.” 

Because Muriel May does her work 
with people when they’re at an emotional 
stage of life, about to make a big decision 
she knows it’s important to go along 
with them wherever their conversation | 
leads. “Some want to be sold in spite of | 
half selling themselves,” she says. 
“One man liked the spot he had chosen, 
but thought he would have an awful 
lot of gardening to do. I told him he 
could have a swimming pool—and 
grass doesn’t grow in pools. Next | 
helped him plan a gravel drive to save 
lawn maintenance, and by the end of 
our interview he had no gardening to do 
at all. But then he wound up by saying 
he was really looking forward to the 
hard work! You never can tell!” 

Muriel is one of Vancouver's best- 
dressed women, and she admits she| 
spends too much on clothes. She gives 
her spike heels and swirling skirts quite 
a beating every day when she walks her 
clients over the rough terrain of un- 
developed property. She has some 
other foibles too. For instance, she 
refuses to let any of her staff tack up the 
“Sold” sign on a lot. In the glove 
compartment of her car she keeps a small 
hammer and some tacks. As soon as the 
ink is dry on contract or cheque, and in 
the presence of the new owner, she steps 
out and performs the job herself. Mis- 
sion accomplished! # 
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Dishes... light laundry... 
any household task coarsens the 
delicate beauty of hands. Trushay’s | 

unique beforehand protection guards 
against this kind of hand damage. Special Trushay ingredients 
form a film over skin tissues... hands are shielded even 
from the effects of hot, soapy water. Certainly—use Trushay 

afterwards, too, like any other lotion. Just a few drops of thrifty 
Trushay smoothed on hands after your everyday tasks completes 


effective skin-beautifving care. Use 








Trushay also to bring new softness 
to neck, elbows, knees... as a 
fragrant all-over body rub, a 

@ 


clinging powder base. Begin 


today to use Trushay. 


USHAY 


the Beforehand [ation 


Make this simple test: Smooth a few drops of Trushay on your hands. Now wash them with 


soap and water...then dry. Now rub yeur hands together...feel the soft, satiny 





smoothness that remains. Note that Trushay’s fragrance is still there, too. 


Product of Bristol-M yer Made in Canada 








by Lotta Dempsey 


With Lent past and spring on the 
wing, there’ll be all the 
closing hops and graduation formals 


OING toa party? Or planning one? 
(; school 

and presummer get-togethers com- 
ing along. Point is, how much fun will 
you have? Of course, if you're the girl 
with the wiltless four-leaf clover who 
just never misses, either as hostess or 
guest, you can go back to your algebra. 
But if your social path is strewn with 
certain problems, most of them young, 
male and unpredictable, you might need 
some help. 

Here are a handful of puzzlers that 
keep cropping up in Chatelaine’s mail- 
bag. Thought maybe you’d like to 
listen In, so we’re answering them out 
loud, 


Question: Bill has asked me to a 
party at his friend George’s girl's 
house, and I’ve never met either of 
them. Is that all right—shall I go? 

If you know Bill well enough and he 
knows George well enough, that sort of 
informality is acceptable in this day and 
age. Of course if it’s a big party, ask 
Bill to ask George to ask his girl if she’d 
mind giving you a call—because you'll 
want to know what the girls are wearing 
and so on. Always find out where she 
lives and casually leave the address or 
phone number with the family. Awfully 
wood idea to leave a note of your where- 
abouts beside the telephone, anyway, 
anytime. Emergencies can happen in 
any family. 


Question: I don’t smoke, and as 
many of the girls and boys I know 
do, I find it awkward to keep refus- 
ing. Should I learn? Am I right in 
feeling embarrassed ? 

Of course not—any more than you’d 
feel embarrassed not to wear a blue 
hairbow because Mary does, or go in 
for anything else you don’t want to do. 
Any. girl is very foolish to smoke just 
because others do. Many mothers ask 
their teen-age daughters to wait until 
a certain age—say 18 or 21—before they 
decide whether or not they want to start 
smoking. That is fair enough. You can 
refuse cigarettes easily and simply by 
just saying, “Not just now, thanks,” or 
just, “‘No, thanks,” and go on with what 
you were talking about. You don’t have 
to make an issue of it. Same goes for 
any number of things. If you don’t want 
to go some place to eat after the party 
(having promised the family you'd be 
home at a certain time) you don’t have 
to do the big renunciation scene. Just 
say,‘ Let’s have a glass of milk and some 
of mother’s date cookies at home,” o1 


“I'd love to, George, but I have a heavy 


Need help on other etiquette angles? Travelling alone, for instance . . 


- making new friends .. . 
. eating downtown with That Man. . 


letters . . . telephone courtesy . . 





To talk or not to talk—depends on 
the man, the mood and the music. 


exams and stuff,” or 
‘It would be fun some other time, but 
I’ve been missing a lot of the old beauty 
sleep lately.” Like refusing a kiss, it’s 
all in the way you do it. Be casual, 
make it seem ordinary and unimportant, 
and you can get by without dramatics. 


day tomorrow 


‘ 


’ 


Question: Do you think it is all 
right for a girl to g0 on blind dates? 

This one is like all the others in which 
you have to use a lot of good sound 
and sane judgment, and be sure that 
the person who’s arranging things is 
responsible and trustworthy. If you 
have any doubts, the answer is NO. 


Question: I love to dance but am 
often struck dumb when I get on 
the floor with a boy I don’t know 
very well. What shall I talk about? 

If he’s ‘a good dancer you can let it 
go with a few comments about the band, 
the piece they’re playing, etc. If he’s 
not good and you want to forget what 
is happening to your feet, launch into 
stuff about school, sports, the new cars, 
planes, recordings, boats, summer holi- 
days, or anything you can hit on. You 
may be reduced to the international 
situation! If it’s an older man, you’re 


. writing 
attending formals 
- and other social problems that con- 


front modern Teens? Order Chatelaine’s new booklet No. 405 “Mind Your Man- 
ners,” 25c, Address Chatelaine Service Bulletin, 481] University Ave., Toronto. 





Nas cast 


There’s a_ right § and 
wrong way to do every- 
thing, from blind dating 
(like left) to hostessing; 


the right way is more fun 


always safe on local politics, business 
conditions and something you’ve no- 
ticed in the papers. Anyway, he’ll 
probably do the talking. Of course, this 
presupposes that you freshen up your 
conversational angles as carefully as you 
do your clothes and hair and make-up 
every so often, 


Question: At the close of a dance, 
should the boy leave me standing 
in the middle of the floor while he 
goes to look for his next partner? 

No, he should not. He can ask you 
politely where you were sitting—or you 
can help him out by suggesting that 
he take you over to the door by the 
cloakroom where your friend will find 
you (this can be a legitimate white lic, 
of course). Often a boy finds a girl a 
problem on his hands when she doesn’t 


offer any solution as to her disposability! 


Question: Why is it that at some 
parties I go to, everyone seems to 
have a wonderful time, right from 





are all the subtle, behind-the-scenes 
things. If your Domestic Science teacher 
at school, or your favorite woman 
teacher or club leader hasn’t already 
done so, a group of you might ask her 
to give you a special session on how to 
look after guests in your own home. 
Then, there are two big factors that 
come next in making your parties 
successful, First, your own enjoyment 
(people can usually tell if you give a 
party because you think you ought to, 
or to pay back debts, or because you 
enjoy giving other people a pleasant 
time); and second, a well-laid plan for 
everviling well abead of time. Clever 
hostesses ask people who will get along 
well together to a party. See that you 
have some vivacious boys and girls who 
like to talk and keep things going. Then 
you need some good listeners to be an 
audience for them! If you know peopl 
who play the plano or any instruments 
they can bring along, ask them. Get 
one or two people who can be depended 


on to take care of the phonograph and 





Secret of good party-giving is to be Little 
Miss On-the-Job, looking after everybody. 


the start—yet when I give one, 
people sit around looking uncom- 
fortable and leave early? 
Party-giving 1s an art, just like playing 
the piano, and good hostesses are made, 
not born. This is where mother can 
help by starting as early as possible to 
let you have a share in helping to look 
after her guests. Even if you just come 
in to pass the sandwiches. 
to be at ease with people in your own 
house, and to make them at ease. You 
learn to take little emergencies and 
problems in your stride, without letting 
your guests see you fussed. You learn 
to make people interested in each other 
without seeming to work at it. 


You learn 


These 


who know the best hot and sweet notes 
of the moment. 

Next, if you have any doubt that all 
of your friends can’t dress up to the 
top standards, make it a skirt and 
sweater party or something like that. 
Nothing spreads misery around a party 
so quickly as one or two unhappy people 
who feel on the outside for some reason 
or other. Next, if you have your party 
near or on some special occasion, like 
St. Patrick’s or Thanksgiving, decorate 
simply but gaily. Decorations do more 
than just look pretty. They give 
everyone an air of festivity and sort of 
carnival feeling, and make for conversa- 

# Continued on page 89 
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Coaemn—Waulee Cote 


WHAT IS SO MODERN AND NEW ABOUT IT? 


First—the dramatic difference it makes in your 
complexion— without a hint of that unnatural, 
mask-like appearance. Second, the smooth, clear, 
flawless look it gives your skin—the way it keeps 
your make-up perfect all day long. ‘Sub-lint'goes 
on lightly, evenly, hiding tiny complexion faults. SS 
It is creamy, not greasy—and it does not pull or 
dry your skin. Once tried, you'll never be without 


it, for the miracle of ‘Sub-Tint’ Cream-Powder 


Base will surprise even you with your own love- SMS 


liness. $1.25. 


~~» 4 SHADES 
\ A light 
. SS = + Medium 


Dark 


te A Vibrant 


ee yg new color 
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Back pane! stretches 
im @ vertical direc 
tion to give case 
when bending. 





Full fashioned seat 
is a specia! feature 
—provides comfort, 
freedom and longer 
wear. 
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At last, the perfection 
panty! Feather-fashioned 
and lovely as lingerie can 
be. Yet a unique crotch 
with four-way bias stretch 
to give maximum freedom 
and comfort. Eliminates 
all binding and bunching. 
Wears and wears and 
wears! Ask for a Lennard’s 
Encore garment next time 


... and ever after! 





st 

ae l a= 

<eos) \ JY 

cate cet 

\V ; Lense 
a7. 4 


Patented 1947 
tReg'd Trademark Applied For 


lel be. a) 


MI 
° TED 


Fashion Shorts 


eee @ preview of trends 


HAPPY DAY! Modified is last 

season’s New Look. The “Now” 

Look concedes to skirts 13 inches 

above ground. Shoulders are gentle 

but not collapsed. Gone is the 
winter of our discontent. 


fickle 


Now she woos brief molded 


Like fortune, fashion is a 
creature. 
jackets, mile-wide skirts. In bright pink 
and navy contrasts. Man-tailoring, 
subtle shading, are in eclipse. 


As saucy as the month of April, your 
debonair little half-coat. It takes in 
its stride anything from fragile formals 
to peppy pedal-pushers. 
abbreviated length in burnished orange 

color surprise of the season. 


Choose its 


Alice-in-Fashionland keeps her feet 
on the ground in proper little sandals. 
With the merest touch of coquetry in 
their double ankle straps. Long lyrical 
skirts like the idea. 


Let the collar of your suit ride up 
to touch your chin. Wind a vivid 
square once around and catch the ends 
in a loose half-knot in front. There’s a 
real Dandy! 


Greet the early arrival of cotton 
with a crisp suit in the new silhouette. 
Cinch waist and capelet sleeves for the 
jacket. Ripples and range for the skirt. 


Cotton is a changeling. Plaided to 
look like rich taffeta. Bustle-bowed to 
give a strapless sundress formal form. 
Caped to be worn before and after 
tanning. 


Another double double. Sparkling 
sundress in clear red or green. Over it 
a midriff blouse and skirt of white cotton 
eyelet. Smashing color at waist and 
hem and peeking through every eyelet. 
Clever! 


The rain is raining all around but 
dry and pretty are your feet in plaid 
rubbers. Washable and waterproof. 
They wrap around your platforms and 
buckle at the side. Then the sun shines, 
they obligingly fold into an envelope you 
slip into your purse. 


Haberdashery note. Those neat 
foulards you’ve admired on Him have 
taken over the dress department. With 
tie-print surahs that will make him 
return the compliment. 


Centre of attraction. That’s what 
incurving cummerbunds make of your 
middle. You'll see the bright notion 
carried out in bathing suits this summer 


too. 


A chintz-lined straw basket to hang 
over your arm will make a refreshing 
accessory to your spring costume. 


Bet you never thought you’d see the 
day you'd be wearing a brass plate 
around your neck. It’s actually a 
filigreed bib you tie under the collar of 


your suit. Even more effective with the 
decolletage of bare shoulders. 


Turkish delight. And yours too. 
Pixie ankle-strap slippers with pointed 
toes and wedgie heels. To accent the 
piquant new look. 


New wrinkle in certain cottons is 
that they’re wrinkle-proof. So you 
emerge at the end of the day as un- 
creased as when you began. 


With the promise of May in the 
air, you butterfly forth in vivid print 
that silhouettes the slender torso above 
your slender skirt. Also lines the hood 
and turns back the cuffs of your light- 
hearted bolero. 


Jaunty as the April breeze is the 
crisp cockade of ribbon you wear on 
your tiny tilted beret . . . on the lapel 
of your romantic ballerina suit. 


Petticoat fever sweeps the country. 
Symptoms: | starched ruffles beneath 
your faille skirt. Treatment: Get out 
in the sunshine and swirl your skirts 
with the rest of femininity. 


Polished metal plate attaches itself 
to the leather belt you wear around your 
flaring tweed skirt. 
over the brass disc to buckle. 
you brassbound! 


The best crosses 
Leaving 


What do you say to a half-pint 
shoulder cape that buttons demurely 
over a spring reefer when weather’s 
nippy? Artfully tops your Gibson 
girl shirtwaist when the breeze 


eases? Irresistible? You're right. 





Take your navy accessories in suede. 
Smooth, in the new little clutch bag 
(so-called because you can’t get a grip 
on it any other way). Pliant, in high- 
rising ankle-strap sandals that come to 
a fine point over your heel, 


Straw is full of surprises. Puff it 
into a frilly French cap. Perch it over 
your new short coiffure. As simple as 
it’s smart. 


New hue and fabric: mauve and 
taffeta. Combine both in an engaging 
evening gown. Its strapless bodice is 
boned and cuffed ’cross the top. Its 
sweeping skirt is corded row upon row 
across the hem. 


The beauty that’s in the eye of the 
beholder wears a camisole top of eme 
broidered organdie beneath her sheer, 
sheer blouse. And an eye-catching 
petticoat to match, beneath her rustling 
skirt. 4 
















TWO NEW LOOKS, both Cana- 
dian-designed by Posluns. Above, 
in a suit of conservative styling, 
an imported wool crepe the 
color of grey skies. Jacket is 
padded at the 
slightly to conform to the 
lines of a full-flowing skirt. 


ever s0 


hips 


This 
cocoon silhouette, bands greige 
woolen polo cloth in black. For 
the slim-hipped this style is right 
with either straight or full skirts. 


season's shortie coat, the 


(RRNA ei ai 
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FOR A 


YOUNG, PRETTY 
FIGURE 





flit are softer, much more feminine) 


Your figure must be, too... softly 
rounded, beautifully smoothed. Flexees 
does just this for you... with great ease 
and comfort, molding you to lines that are young! 


DRESS FROM 
JENKINS GOWNS 


Bh wow naletate 


BAAR: X8: €268.c ee 8’ S$ 1:0 
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False Teeth? 


DON’T RISK A ‘’BRUSH-OFF"' 







You cant 
Grush Off — 


Denture 


Soak your plate or bridge in Polident 
to keep it hygienically clean, odor-free 


OST DENTISTS agree that brushing 
M cannot cure the unpleasant offense 
known as DENTURE BREATH. 


To keep dental plates clean, pure, free 
of tell-tale odors, more dentists recommend 
Polident than any other denture cleanser. 
Gentle, easy soaking in a solution of 
Polident and water every day is a safe, 
sure way to avoid DENTURE BREATH— 
and to keep your false teeth sparkling 
bright with their original natural look. 


Buy an economical can of Polident,world’s 
largest selling denture cleanser. 


de POLIDENT## 


RECOMMENDED BY MORE DENTISTS 
THAN ANY OTHER DENTURE CLEANSER 





Soak plate or bridge daily—fifteen 
minutes or more—in a fresh, cleansing 


solution of Polident and water. 


Amazing New Cream 


Holds Tighter, Longet 


d 
than anything you ever trie 
double your 


POLI-GRIP 


Made and Guaranteed by 
POLIDENT 


FALSE 
0430s 


money 
or 





ROM COAST to coast, in the cities 

and in the country, four fifths of 

Canadian housewives say, “We 
want margarine.” 

They are not only definite in 

their opinions, but the majority express 

strong sentiments against the ban of 


margarine in Canada. Those most 
viokently opposed say, “We should be 
free to make a choice.””— Democratic 
principles are involved.” Others are 
more concerned with easing the terrible 
strain on their food budgets. 

The attitude of many was summed up 
by one woman who said, “We have a 
prairie family near us with six young 
children who never see butter because of 
its price. Everyone should be able to 
have it or a substitute, because of its 
nutritional value.” 

A very high percentage of the rural 
women—more than three fifths—many 
of them wives of dairy farmers selling 
cream in the dairy market, were fair- 
minded enough to say that large families 
in moderate circumstances could not 
afford butter at its present prices and 
should therefore have the opportunity of 
buying a cheap substitute. 

To a good number of Chatelaine 
Councilors, it is a matter of being “free 
to make a choice.” This was made 
evident by at least 10% who, although 
they felt that the sale of margarine 
should be permitted in Canada, said that 
in all probability they might never use it 
themselves. 

Another Councilor expressed the 
opinion of many when she said, “I am 
reluctant to bring margarine into an 
agricultural province, but the price of 


butter has reached a limit. I hope 










margarine will be manufactured in 
Canada and have the needed vitamins.” 

A few Councilors who were in favor 
of margarine ‘ 
sure whether they would use it because 
they had never tasted it. One Council- 
or asked, “What is margarine—do you 
use it in your tea?” 


‘on principle,” were not 


Margarine went under a ban in 
Canada 25 years ago. All this time it 
has been treated as a feeble-minded 
member of the family—out of sight but 
not out of mind. It has been hushed so 
much that a whole generation has grown 
up without ever having seen it. Others 
have vague memories of its being un- 
palatable. Many are fearful that it is 
lacking in fat content, in vitamin con- 
tent, and are not aware that it would be 
any cheaper than butter anyway. 

On the other hand many housewives 
know that margarine Is a good, nourish- 
ing, cheap food, and that Canada is the 
only country in the world in which it ts 
banned. Denmark, a large dairy- 
producing country, does not forbid 
margarine. As for price, margarine sells 
in the United States today as low as 
39c a pound, compared to butter which 
has gone as high as $1 a pound. 


FROM THE angle of nutrition, is 
margarine a good buy? Although 
margarine once lacked certain health- 
giving elements, it has improved steadily 
in quality over the years. The Canadian 
Medical Journal last August stated 
quite bluntly that “from economic and 
nutritional aspects, good margarine is 
superior to butter.” 

Both margarine and butter contain 
80% fat. Margarine is made from 





wegetable oils — cottonseed, soybean, 
acorn and peanut. These fats are 
ausually churned with pure skim milk to 


give them the dairy taste. Units of 


vitamin A are added, bringing the 
product up to, and frequently beyond, 
&he vitamin standard for butter. 
' In its natural form, margarine has a 
vellowish color, not unlike butter. 
lanufacturers in the United States, 
however, are compelled by law to remove 
this natural color by bleaching, so that 
$t will not be mistaken for butter, and to 
enclose with each pound a small envelope 
‘of yellow coloring matter for the house- 
Wife to knead into the margarine. 
Although this is a nuisance to the 
housewife, it has not handicapped the 
ale of a product that is able to reduce 
he cost of a single food item by more 
han 50%. The paradox is, that during 
he winter season, when herds of cattle 
re not feeding in green pastures, color- 
g must be added to butter to give it 
he desired shade of yellow. 


at 


roarine 





Concerning flavor, one Councilor 
says, “I was in Norway last spring and 
tasted their delicious margarine and 
have been fighting for it here, ever since.” 

No one ts in favor of using margarine 
to the exclusion of butter, but only as a 
substitute, chiefly in cooking. Most 
Councilors prefer, and probably will 
always prefer, the appearance and 
flavor of butter, but they all want to be 
in a position to make their own choice. 
And to the harassed housewife, wrestl- 
ing with today’s rising prices, margarine 
represents one small helping hand. 

Last year a bill favoring the lifting of 
the ban on margarine in Canada was 
presented and defeated in the Senate. 
Two more bills will be brought up during 
the present session, one in the Senate 
and one in the House of Commons. But 
back of all the argument and debate, the 
struggle of one group against another, is 
the clear-cut mandate of the housewives 
themselves, the majority—80%—who 
say,‘ We want margarine!” 


Consumer Council Ballot Box 


HIS is the way Chatelaine Consumer Councilors 
voted. They were asked: Do you think that the 
sale of margarine should be permitted in Canada? 


They answered: 80% Yes 


16% No 49% No answer 


And for the second question: If margarine were made 
available, would you use it in your home? 


They answered: 70% Yes 





24% No 6% No answer 
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“IT'S THE TOBACCO THAT COUNTS” 


bayors Please 


CORK TIP and PLAIN 


PLAYER'S 


NAVY -CUT 
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WITH THE STA-DOWN-BAND* 













It gives because it stretches— 

all the way round! Lastex panels 
sweep away any suggestion 

of a bulge; the elasticized 

STA-DOWN-BAND 

keeps the middle 

dimension sleekly 

flat under a | 


1 aR 







- | 
= beautifully sculptured bustline; 
a and for added comfort, | 
this healthfully 
designed bra 
comes in three 
"A" CUP SIZE 


cup contours 


in every size. 


“B” CUP SIZE 


“Cc” CUP SIZE 


When you shop for bras, 
ask for ‘*A’ Lure’’—in 
crystal blue, jet black, 


pearl white and nude. 


co. 


ttTo. 


CORSET MFG. 


a Trade Merk Registered | 





An Ideal Husband 


THERE’S NOTHING like the passage 
of time to make the 
one age the bore of another. When Oscar 
Wilde took potshots at British politics, 
society and marriage with “‘An Ideal 
Husband” in 1895, English playgoers 
You, however, 


enfant terrible of 


gasped at his boldness. 
may find yourself stifling a yawn at 
Sir Alexander Korda’s film translation. 
Actually, the blame isn’t poor Oscar’s. 
There’s still a good deal of acid in such 
lines as, “To love oneself is the begin- 
All they 
need is the proper tongue-in-cheek de- 
livery and the acceleration of old draw- 
ing-room comedy to suit modern motion 


ning of a lifelong romance.” 


picture tempo. 

Unfortunately, there is neither here. 
Lord Goring, a fat part conceived in 
Wilde’s own image, is given solemn 


The Paradine Case 


A BEAUTIFUL woman is accused of 
murdering her blind husband. A rising 
barrister gambles his career on proving 
her innocence. With mounting concern, 
his wife watches his more-than-profes- 
sional interest in the charmer. Also 
keeping an uneasy eye on these proceed- 
ings isa handsome valet whom the fond 
barrister would like to hang the murder 
tab on. 

Such ordinary ingredients become an 


astonishing Jack Horner pie when 
stirred together by the skilful hand of 
Director Alfred Hitchcock. Watch 


closely and you'll catch a glimpse of 
the trademarked Hitchcock appearance 
n the picture--he emerges from a rural 
station carrying a bass fiddle. Actually, 
though, Hitchcock is in the film at all 
times—with touches in 


his own sure 


Fan Fare... 


of Oscar 
Wilde and Paulette Goddard on the right. 


Society in the grand manner 


treatment by Michael Wilding and little 
help from Paulette Goddard. As self- 
consciously as if she were wearing her 
first high heels, Miss Goddard plays the 
blackmailing Mrs. Cheveley, who, pos- 
sessing Robert 
Chiltern almost 
destroys his career and his marriage. 


the secret of how Sir 


founded his fortune, 
Lord Goring comes to the rescue of his 
friend, but Sir Alexander’s bumbling 
direction doesn’t. Even ordinarily 
capable actors like Hugh Williams and 
Diana Wynyard, as the Chilterns, come 
a cropper as a result. 

there’s an ultra- 
colossal Technicolor production that 


To compensate, 


includes eye-filling period costumes and 
Cecil Beaton and 
unimpeachable performances by Sir 
C. Aubrey Smith and Glynis Johns. If 
you like to watch the tail of society being 
twisted, albeit ever so slowly, this will 
be game for you, 


sets designed by 


Gregory Peck as the rising criminal 
lawyer; his suspicious wife, Ann Todd. 
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Big Ben, 
Samous London land- 
mark at the Houses 
of Parliament, 
Westminster. 


Britain once again says ‘‘Welcome” 
to Canadians! Welcome to the 
vacationist, the businessman and 
to those anxious to visit families 
and old friends! Welcome, to a 
land battle-scarred but still rich in 
mellow historic loveliness — un- 
spoilt and unchanged in old-world 
charm and _ beauty. Friendly 
hospitality awaits you everywhere. 
And exchange favours the dollar. 
Make all bookings early. See your 
Travel Agent now for the answers 
to your vacation - in - Britain 
questions, 


INFORMATION 


Mail this coupon, for 
beautifully illustrated 
literature tos 
THE BRITISH. 
TRAVEL ASSOCIATION 
372 Bay Street, Toronto, Ontario or, 410 
Dominion Square Building, Montreal, P.Q. 


Northern Ireland, Tourist Division of The British Tourist 
and Holidays Board. 
AEM ED PIB HAIL ARIA RE BEN hE BIVENS GS 








suspense good acting and dynamic 
camera effects. 

He builds up his case step by step, 
paralleling the 


-aradine’s 


legal aspects of Mrs. 
arrest and trial with the 
tangled domestic situation in the house- 
hold of her lawyer. Occasionally, this 
makes for slow pacing but at least it 
eschews flashbacks, quite a feat when 
you consider that the crime is out of the 
way before the opening scene, and 
constant references have to be made to 
it. But the agile camera traveling over 
lets the witnesses tell 
their stories straight or not, as the case 
may be. 

Involved in laffaire Paradine are 
such enameled players as Charles Laugh- 
ton, Ethel Barrymore, Charles Coburn, 
and Ann Todd. Making their bow to 
American public are a_ high-voltaged 
young Frenchman named Louis Jourdan 
and Valli, an exquisite Italian actress 
rating last name only. Gregory Peck’s 
American accent sounds strangely out 
of place in an Old Bailey barrister, but 
after all Mr. Hitchcock is a director, not 
an elocution teacher. 


Mourning Becomes Electra 


YOUR emotions are due for a pounding 
when you see O’Neill’s ponderous tra- 
gedy on the screen. No jot of starkness 
is missing from this probe of sacred and 
profane love. The only difference is that 
you save about two and a half hours of 
the original, which ran for a marathon 


five on the stage, with an hour’s inter- 


the courtroom 


mission for dinner, 

If you’re up on Greek mythology, 
you recall the story of King Agamem- 
non’s return from the Trojan wars and 
his death at the hands of his unfaithful 
O'Neill renamed the Greek 
warrior General Ezra Mannon and made 
him an American Civil War veteran. To 
the tale of how. his daughter Electra, 
rechristened Lavinia, goaded her brother 
to kill their mother’s lover, O'Neill 
added some implications by Freud, 
whom the Greeks didn’t have a word 
for. 


W ife. 


Besides these murders there are 
a couple of suicides before the tield is 
finally left to a melancholy Lavinia. 
“Mourning Becomes Electra” is a 
sincere try by Hollywood at worthy 
screen fare. It doesn’t come off because 
the producers were so overwhelmed they 
forgot that a movie requires more action 
than the opening and shutting of doors. 
It doesn’t do any good either that 
Rosalind Russell and Katina Paxinou 
play the daughter and mother in the 
same reverential way. Only Raymond 
Massey and Michael Redgrave are 
equal to their roles. But if you want 
your drama neat, you may like to stretch 
a point in favor of O’Neill on the screen. 


Holiday Camp 


THE NEXT TIME you go to a vaca- 
tion resort, take care. If it’s anything 
like J. Arthur Rank’s version, your 
fellow jollifiers may include card sharps, 
murderers, and would-be suicides. 

“Holiday Camp”’ is not entirely filled 
with sinister doings, though. You will 
enjoy the campers at their mass recrea- 
tions, but you'll find them a bit trying 
when they dig up long-lost lovers or stuff 
themselves with candy bars. It doesn’t 
hurt realism either that, with the excep- 
tion of Flora Robson and Patricia Roc, 
the cast are the lesser lights of Mr. 
Rank’s stable. 
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... as daughter Marise weds 


H. Raymond Willis-O’Connor of Ottawa 


ANOTHER WOODBURY-DEB WEDDING! 


Tradition! Marise’s veil — of heirloom lace, 


her mother’s. Cake—cut with RAF sword of 


“Daddy's” (Air Marshal Bishop!) Bridal 


beauty — soft Woodbury-deb complexion! 


Daily date —a Woodbury Facial Cocktail. 


“Smooths and softens,” Marise tells you. 


“First, Woodbury’s creamy-rich lather. Then 


—warm ’n’ cold rinses, Result—velvet skin! 











peed . 


"Bye Sacha! Honeymoon bound. Raymond’s 
first “home from overseas” “phone call was 
to Marise! “Just time to sparkle-up skin with 
Woodbury,” says she,“and he rang doorbell!” 


AOL Oem OAs 


Lie celta 


Beauty-cream ingredient — only in Woodbury! 
It’s extra-mild . . . made for the skin alone. 
Luscious rich lather... for luscious smooth 


skin. Try it, gals...for a romance complexion! 


(Made in Canada) 
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Loon FOR 
THIS BRAND 
on tvter 
PIECE 


Here is furniture that holds its ap- 
peal through all the years—Imperial 
Loyalist. Here is furniture wrought by 
skilled artisans, that captures the time- 
less grace of early Canadian styling 
and brings it to your study with added 


grace and charm. 


Here is Imperial Loyalist . . . superb 
styling . . . furniture built to endure 
truly Engineered in Wood 


THE heart of gracious en- 


tertaining ... gleaming silver! 


Glowing reflections born of 


Silvo, the Liquid Polish be- 
loved for the gentle ease with 
which it smooths away all 
hints of dullness or stain... 
recommended by the makers 
of this lov ely new pattern 
“Eternally Yours” in “1847 
Rogers Bros.”’, to care for fine 
silverware. 








Getting Most Lavout 


How much house can you afford? Here’s a new, easy 
way to get a rough preliminary estimate. And what's 
the most economical plan for a two-story, six-room 
house? Here are three basic layouts with the same 
floor area, one of which offers greatest flexibility 


by John Caulfield Sanith Home Planning Editor 


HINKING of building this 
spring? If your needs are 
average—that is, if there are 
two or three children in your 
family—you’ll probably re- 
quire a six-room, two-story house. 
Assuming you already own a lot, 
there’s an easy way of finding out 
how big a house you can afford. 
Simply divide one year’s income 
by the cost per square foot of 
building that prevails in your 
community. This’ll give you the 
area of your house! 
How do you find out the cost 
per square foot of building? Ask 
the local representative of the life 
insurance or mortgage company 
through which you plan to finance 
construction of the house. Ac- 
cording to a recent survey of 
leading urban areas, Montreal and 
Toronto have the unenviable 
reputation of being the highest 
cost centres for home building. 
Winnipeg and Halifax are less; 
Vancouver is cheapest of all. 
That’s because Montreal and To- 
ronto require some form of ma- 
sonry construction, whereas frame 
is generally permitted elsewhere. 
By way of example, let’s sup- 
pose you wish to build in Toronto. 
Latest tabulations show $7 per 
square foot as the approximate 
cost of building a well-designed, well- 
constructed house there. We'll take for 
granted you have already bought a lot, 
and that your income is around $4,500 
per year. Let’s make it $4,340 per year, 
since we’re going to substitute these 
figures in the formula that tells how big 
a house you can afford, and we want the 
answer to come out even! Here it is: 


$4,340=620 sq. ft. 


$7 
You say, “Ah, but the cost of building 
may rise. That would throw the 


calculation out!” I agree. We'll discuss 
that possibility in a moment. 

Your income and the cost of building 
in your community are likely to be quite 
different from those used in our example, 
but let’s retain the area of 620 sq. ft. 
for purposes of demonstration. We'll 
examine it very objectively, asking 
ourselves such questions as: How can 
the space be utilized? 
to put every inch to work? What will 
the outside dimensions of the house be? 


Is it possible 


BEFORE GOING into these matters, 
we'd do well to review a few general 
points concerning house design. First, 
for economy in building and heating, 
the plan should be kept as nearly square 


as possible. ‘I here should be no unneces- 





Plan No. 1 (above) offers a 
flexibility. Entrance to hall, is 
made from either front or side, 
Living room length could be cut 
down in order to economize on 
construction cost. Each plan illus- 
trated calls for three bedrooms and 
bathroom on the second floor. 


sary projections or corners: these add 
to the cost. Rooms should be planned 
to use standard floor joists— which come 
in even foot lengths—so lumber won't 
Tricky room 
arrangements should be avoided. These 


be wasted by cutting. 


are of dubious merit as an expression 
of one’s personality and are often difli- 
cult and expensive to achieve. Actually, 
six-room, two-story houses of the size 
discussed can, as a rule, have only three 
possible first-floor plans. 

These three plans are shown on this 
page. As you will see by studying them, 
they’re highly livable layouts. Note 
that they may be “flopped over” to 
provide for various site conditions. 

Each of the plans illustrated could 
be contained in 620 sq. ft. in area. Plan 
No. 1 is 27 ft. wide and 23 ft. deep, 
whereas Nos. 2 and 3 are 31 by 20 ft. 
The first-floor layout is different in each 
case, but consists of an entrance hall 
(including closet and_ stairs), living 
room, dining room and kitchen. The 
second floor, which is not shown, has 
three bedrooms and a bathroom in each 
case, 

Plan No. 1 offers more flexibility than 
the others. It’s a side hall type, with 
living room at the front of the house, 
and dining room and kitchen at the 
back, Entrance can be made from the 





or Least Outlay 


front or side, or the house can be turned 
around so that living room and dining 
room are at the back. This may be 
necessary on a narrow lot. 

Plan No. 2 is the familiar, well-liked 
centre hall type, with living room 
extending from front to back, dining 
room at the front and kitchen at the 
back. If desired, the location of kitchen 
and dining room can be interchanged. 
Plan No. 3 also has a living room 
extending from front to back. Both 
dining room and kitchen here are situ- 


become 24 ft. wide by 23 ft. deep. This 
gives an area of 550 sq. ft. which, at 
the Toronto construction cost of $7 pe: 
square foot, tells us such a house can be 
afforded by anyone who plans to build 
and owns a lot in Toronto and earns 
nearly $4,000 per year. 


THIS, OF COURSE, brings us back to 
the question you asked at the outset. 
How valid is the Toronto figure of $7 
per square foot, or indeed the cost per 
square foot prevailing in any com- 
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i familiar, well-liked centre 


hall type. It offers definite 
separation of living and 
dining rooms. Floor area 
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» Fi No. 1, but room location Op 
on second floor makes | 
this layout hard to reduce. | 
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floor. Like Plan No. 2, it doesn’t 
lend itself to reduced footage. 
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Almost a thousand of Europe’s 
Displaced Persons are now at 
work in Canadian homes. The suc- 
cess of the venture depends on a 
new mistress-and-maid relationship 


Were 








The ).P.’s Learn Our Ways 


By Adele Saunders 


ET THEM come—the more, the 
better!’ say those Canadian house- 
wives who have taken girls into 
their homes direct from Displaced 
Persons camps of Europe. 

But, because it’s a new project, rumors 
are flying. Stories of remarkable cases, 
either of superhuman energy or com- 
plete inefficiency, are circulating. For 
example, you may hear Mrs. Smith boast 
that her girl “works like a horse from 
dawn to dark—never rests—does all 
the chores from baby-minding to shoe- 
shining to furnace-tending.” 

Then again there may be the sharp 
lament of Mrs. Jones. Her D. P. “simply 
can’t be trusted to do a thing—not 
even mind the baby! — just another 
mouth to feed.” 

Gossip like this can do a lot of harm. 
One report may encourage women to 
expect miracles in the form of cheap 
labor—with inevitable disappointment 
in most cases; the other may prejudice 
possible employers against the idea. 

Up until mid-February 1,100 girls 
had been brought to Canada under the 
government plan as household workers. 
Four hundred of these were placed with 
private families. Scores more have 
arrived since that date, but there is a 
waiting list still to be filled. 

The secret of success in this venture 
seems to lie in knowing just what to 
expect—knowing well in advance not 
only the obvious advantages of having a 
willing worker in your home, but also 


the responsibilities involved in adapting 


a D. P. to our way of life. Although 
there are certain difficulties—language, 
customs, etc.,—which are common to 
all, no two girls are exactly alike, and 
therefore no two housewives will face 
exactly the same problems. 

Even though many of the girls have 
known little else than slave labor and 
oppression under Nazi occupation, and 
have been herded together in camps 
since war ended, they are still individuals 

not machine-stamped. They’re as 
different one from another as Mary, Flo 
or Bessie, the Canadian domestic help 
we once knew. Some are certain to be 
more efficient and adaptable than others. 
But, on the other hand, all D. P.’s 
have been screened and selected. They 
were chosen by government representa- 
tives to come to this country because of 
their good background, physical fitness 
and mental alertness. They signed up of 
their own free will, with high hopes of a 
better life. A combination like this 
should have a fair chance of success. 

When they first arrive, it’s only natural 
that D. P.’s should be nervous and ap- 
prehensive. They can’t understand our 
talk; they wonder if they'll ever feel at 
home here; they are worried about 
the fate of their people left behind; and 
they are desperately homesick. 

It’s a crucial moment when employer 
meets girl—usually at an employment 
agency. It can make a lasting impres- 
sion for good or bad. Some perfectly nice 
Canadians seem to think that if a girl 
can’t speak English she must be either 
feeble-minded or deaf—and they try to 

Continued on page 18 
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DOCTORS PROVE 
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can have 






























"Woe was me!” says Ina Gardy. 
“L was so ashamed of my 
dull, coarse-looking complexion! 
I was just about ready to hide. Then 
suddenly, I had a chance to 


try the Palmolive Plan, under a a 


doctor's supervision, 


“Naturally, | jumped at it! 
Altogether, 1285 women made the 
test. We were all ages, from 15 to 50. 

Some of us had dry skins; some oily; 

some just fair-to-middling. My group 
reported to a leading skin specialist. 

After a careful examination, he gave 

us the Palmolive Plan to use 

at home for 14 days. 





DOCTORS PROVE 
PALMOLIVE’S 






"Here's all you do: Wash your face with Palmolive Soap. 
rhen, for 60 seconds, massage with Palmolive’s soft, lovely lather. 
Rinse! Do this 3 times a day for 14 days. This cleansing 

massage brings you Palmolive’s full beautifying effect. After 14 


BEAUTY RESULTS! 


days, my doctor agreed my complexion was smoother, fresher, less 
dull-looking! See what the Palmolive Plan can do for you!” 


Ao V0, Maly look tov these Skin u Jovemendy Mv only 








| 





Less oily—clearer Less coarse-looking—smoother Fewer tiny blemishes Fresher, brighter color 
"My skin became less oily,” says Florence “Skin less coarse-looking in just 14 days!” Tiny blemishes—incipient blackheads, often “Skin brighter, actually less sallow!’ says 
Kilgallen. Excessive oiliness often leaves reports Imogene Lindsay. The 36 doctors caused by improper cleansing, respond in Marjorie Frerks, after testing the 14-Day 
skin blotchy-looking—robs it of that clear, reported almost two-thirds of all the women most cases to the 14-Day Palmolive Plan. Palmolive Plan. The 36 examining doctors 
lovely look. The 14-Day Palmolive Plan tested had smoother—actually finer looking "My skin improved a lot,” says Bertha report this same important improvement for 
brought definite gains to 89% of the women skin. Reason enough for every woman Granger. The doctors found finer looking, 2 skins out of 3 among the 1285 women. 
who had oily skin. See if it won't help who longs for a younger looking complexion clearer skins in more than half the cases See if this Plan won’t bring you fresher 
your skin become tess oily—clearer. to start the Palmolive Plan today! tested. See what Palmolive can do for you! skin—and in only 14 days! 
€ ; ¢ . 


FS. For Tub 5.2% © For Shower y get the New, Big, Thrifty Bath Size Palmolive! «+ rs oy 
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deal with her on that basis. A quiet, 
friendly manner is much more soothing 


than gesticulations and a loud voice. 


THE EXPERIENCE and advice of 
women who have already trained these 
happy, useful 
should be 


rirl made them 
members of their household 
a valuable guide for future employers. 
“The first week is the hardest,” they 
It’s sure to be a very busy 


time for both maid and mistress; it may 


all agree. 


be frustrating, and it could be chaotic. 
One big assist is The Standard Book of 
Basic English, which she has practically 
slept with, all the way from the last 
transit camp in Europe. (It’s an “issue” 
by our government to every D. P.) With 
that always within arm’s reach, and 
with an employer ready to ove rwork her 
index finger by pointing, at the same time 
naming every object thus indicated, the 
girl will get along. One ingenious lady of 

had the names of common 
printed in letters 01 
cardboard and propped up beside each: 
"SA “BOWL,” “DISH,” 
“*BROOM,” and so on. A good sense of 
the kind that laughs 
with and not at the girl. 

“T felt as though I’d adopted rather 
than hired my girl,” one woman con- 
fessed. “‘She had led such a restricted life 


the hous« 


articles large 


humor is essential 


in camps that she was afraid of her own 
I had to go everywhere with 
risk 
with the children until she was able to 
understand them and use the telephone 
But, with time 
and tenacity on my part, and a keen 


shadow. 


her—couldn’t leaving her alone 


in case of emergency. 
desire to learn on hers, we progressed by 
leaps and bounds.” 

Young children, between the ages of 
six and 12, are excellent teachers of 
English. To them it has all the fun of a 
game; they enjoy trying to carry on 
conversations, and the girl herself for- 
gets to be self-conscious about her 
And here’s another angle: a 
friendly pup in the house is an antidote 
to D. It can do a lot 
toward making her feel at home; gives 
her some animate thing to attach her 
affections to, 


mistakes. 


P. loneliness. 


with no nationality or 
language barriers involved. 

Canadian employers must be prepared 
to explain many things we take for 
granted. Familiar household equipment, 
vacuum washing 


such as cleaners, 


machines, floor polishers and the array of 


gadgets on modern stoves, can take on 
the frightening appearance of diabolical 
machines. Most girls are terrified of 
them. But after a couple of weeks, these 
household aids become prized _posses- 


sions. 


DURING THE tenderfoot period there 
are sure to be many mishaps—burned 
pots and pans, strange messes which 
Old food 
habits have to be broken and new ones 
formed: the cooking of vegetables to 
save vitamins, the eating of whole- 
wheat bread and cereals as a health 
project rather than concentration camp 
fare (memories of hard black bread are 
still vivid). When the mistress is feeling 
in the mood for adventure, she may 
encourage the girl to make some of her 
native dishes. She may remember, from 
happier childhood days, delicious recipes 


emerge from simple recipes. 


for goulash, cabbage soups, different 
sauces which will delight the whole 
family. By such devices the girl will gain 
a feeling of importance, of being able to 
contribute to household life. 


Gifts of clothing are sure to be a great 
source of delight. When a D. P. arrives 
she has only the basic necessities—and 
shabby ones at that! Her eyes will shine 
like a kid’s on Christmas morning if 
she’s presented with a few items of 
serviceable clothing from family ward- 
friends’—-also some frippery, 
the kind she’s never owned before. 

Language classes, two nights a week, 
which are now organized in nearly all 
our larger communities, often necessitate 
an early dinner or dishes left unwashed, 
but they pay big dividends, not only in 
teaching the girl English, but in giving 
her a chance to meet other girls of her 
nationality. The offer 
another way of getting her ears attuned 
to our talk. A man and his wife made a 
point of taking their D. P. to a neighbor- 
hood theatre once a week until she met 
friends of her own at church and night 


robes or 


own movies 


classes and became more independent, 
Radio, too, has its uses here. It provides 
entertainment for her during time off 
and sometimes she can find news round- 
ups from U, S, stations broadcast in her 
own language. 

Speaking of news broadcasts, don’t be 
surprised if your D. P. shows consider- 
able agitation when questioned about her 
political views. Even in this land of 
liberty and free speech there are furtive 
men and women anxious to report back 
to her country any so-called subversive 
talk. It may not do the girl any harm 
but it can have serious repe rcussions on 
It’s incredible 
that these girls thousands of miles away 


her people back home. 


from home should still live in the shadow 
of fear for their beliefs, yet it’s so. 


FOR PERHAPS the first time, there is a 
definite agreement between mistress and 
with the Dominion Government 
employment service acting as referee. 
Before she comes to this country, a 
D. P. agrees to do housework for one 
year at least. Upon filing application, 
her would-be employer must state what 
work is required and what time off she 
may have. The mistress must provide a 
room for the girl 
child in the 


maid 


one not shared by a 
She must also 
promise to give her every opportunity to 
learn the language. 

“But,” say who’ve trained 
their D, P.’s, “it’s not enough merely to 


family. 


women 


live up to the letter of an agreement. 
Something else must be added—if you 
want to earn loyalty and gratitude from 
your girl, It’s got to be an appreciation 
of her as a human being—not just a 
source of work; it’s got to be genuine 
admiration for her courage; awareness 
and sympathy for her problems of 
adjustment. After all, it has taken con- 
siderable spirit and initiative for her to 
pull up stakes, leave her people and 
country, perhaps forever, and come to 
settle among strangers.” 

The first feeling of bewilderment and 
confusion brought on by new sights, new 
faces, new customs, and a new language, 
can best be summed up by the one 
breathless sentence of one young girl 

“Such a change in my eyes—I could 
never find words to express!” 

Whether a girl adapts herself to these 
changes and finds her bearings in this 
country quickly and painlessly, is pretty 
much up to that Canadian woman who is 
The shortest distance 
between a frightened, lonely stranger and 
a well-integrated young helper in the 
house is the sympathy and patience 
shown to her right from the start. @ 
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select shoes bearing the name “Savage” 
—you can depend that they are designed 
and produced for your child—that 
they're made strong and durable with 
highest quality materials—that they’re 
built on scientifically correct lasts. 
Be Sure with Savage. 
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THIS SPRING! 


Stylish, comfortable VINYLITE* shoes, 









in perlect taste to harmonize with your every costume. 
This spring walk in VINYLITE* beauty 
and you ll walk in the season's most beautiful, 
fashion-wise footwear. 
Resistant to scuffing, peeling and cracking 


they clean easily with a damp cloth, staying ever lovely. 


Look for the Trade Mark with every 
genuine VINYLITE* Plastic shoe. 


The word VINYLITE® is a registered trade mark of 
CANADIAN RESINS AND CHEMICALS LIMITED 


Montreal. Que. Toronto, Ont. 
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The Time being 


y Elwa Williams 


E WORE a grey striped suit. And she wore a g 
striped suit. 

They sat at a small table against the wall in 
Priscilla’s Tearoom on East Thirty-fifth where 
you could get a good dinner, minimum a dollar 

sixty-five. Since they ate here four or five nights a 
week, a table was reserved for them. The Filipino 
waiter greeted them by name as he hastily put down 
two tired salads and from under his arm produced a 
typewritten menu. 

Though it was Saturday and she worked only a 


half day, they met here at approximately the same 
hour because that was her afternoon with the hair- 
dresser. On Saturdays he finished work at the bank 
around three. Therefore, having a couple of loose 
hours before it was time to meet her at Priscilla’s, he 
usually dropped in at a movie. 

Like well-schooled children they didn’t touch their 
routine salads but waited for the waiter to bring the 
cup of soup. She fussed a little with her usual Saturday 
packages that she had placed on the seat beside her, 
then, looking in her bag, she took out a little memo 
pad. “Darn,” she said, “I forgot to pick up my shoes 
at the repair place.”” Then she put the pad back in her 
bag and, taking a cigarette, settled back. 


Illustrated by Carl Bobertz. 


“That man over there he said, his eyes fixed 
on a diner who sat alone at a centre table. The man, 
completely bald, with a face of stly pallor, was bent 
over a small filet mignon (Priscilla’s Saturday night 
special, two fifty). On his face was the signature of 
death and he ate with a wolfish appetite, as if he 
feared not getting enough, rapidly shovelling in the 
food. 


“ “é 


Ugh!” she grimaced. “How depressing.” She said 
it crossly as if it were an offense in the dying to so 
nakedly display themselves among normal people. 
They ltved in a three-room apartment on East 
Thirty-seventh. Though the kitchen was of doll 


size and there was no & Continued on page 38 


He was rebelling against the bright. hard-boiled city—and its victim. this woman 
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1 Cannot Tell 


She had everything a woman needs to make her 
happy — youth, security, a husband who loved 
her. Why then this nameless fear, building a 
wall between them . . . causing her to doubt her 


own sanity ? 





HE PLACE was really very nice. There were three bedrooms, a 
dining room with a big picture window, a flower garden. It couldn’t 
have been nicer. If he had taken down everything she had ever said 
she wanted ina house and then built it according to specifications, 
it couldn’t have been nicer. There was even a little pool for water 
lilies in the garden. 

And she didn’t want It. 

She couldn’t explain why. She couldn’t say, “Well, it’s all right now, 
of course, Clyde, but in the winter, see, the basement will leak, and the 
north rooms, being without central heating, will be too cold.” For 
undoubtedly the basement wouldn’t leak, and there was central heating. 

There was nothing really that she could object to, nothing at all. But 
she didn’t want it. She couldn’t live there. Put it down to woman’s 
inconsistency, to woman’s eccentricity——-she couldn’t live there. / would 
die, Clyde. I would die in a month's time. I don’t know why, but I would. 

She turned to look at his nice lean brown face (How do you always get 
such a nice lasting beautiful tan, darling, when I freckle and burn so 
badly?) and his dark eyes behind their glasses. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. If I look shiftv-eved, uf I look as tf there is a bod 
in the basement behind the nice little pine-panelled door, ut is because I am 
asbamed, darling, ashamed at not wanting the house. 

“See,” said Clyde, “the fireplace has a beautiful mantel. It’s perfect 
And the stairway. Did you notice the nice shallow stairs?” 

“Yes,” she said. They were lovely steps--steps you could run up and 
down all day and never feel winded at all. You couldn't object to the 
steps—nor the fireplace—nor the lily pool. But surely there was some- 
thing you could object to, if you looked long enough. But that was silly, 
wanting to find something wrong with the house when it was so perfect. 
She felt like whatever stupid person it was who said, “I do not love 


thee, Dr. Fell-—the reason why | cannot tell.” 
“I told Hannicker that we could get our things out of the apartment by 
the first of the month.” 


“No,” she said. The word tasted sharp in her mouth, bitter. “No.” 


NOW HE was displeased. She loved him more than anything in the 
world, and his mouth tightened with a little white line about his lips, 
and he straightened the glasses on his nose. Whenever he was angry, he 
straightened his glasses. It was an unconscious gesture—a character 
trait, a tag. She probably had traits, too—like saying No sharply. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. She took a deep breath (run up and down the 
stairs, Virginia, and breathe deeply all the while) “I don’t want it. | 
an’t live here!’ Whenever she displeased him, she always talked too 
fast—that was her character trait, as if she could hurry up the scene, get 


over with, get on to something more pleasant. “I’d rather have the 


Fowler place on Rhodes Avenue. It’s smaller, it’s—” What reason could 
she give for the Fowler place? It was smelly, it was little, 1t was dark. 
She stared at him (such a nice lovely even tan, such beautiful dark eyes!) 


‘Please Pe she said. 


Now he was really angry. Whenever he was displeased with her 
slightly, he talked very sharply, settling his glasses a dozen times. But 
when he was reaily anyry, he would: "t tal at all. He pulled down the 
shades and locked the door and went away somewhere inside and left 


her alone. 

Now she should say she was wrong. She should say that she was being 
silly, that of course she wanted the house. It was perfect. It was just 
what she had been wanting all her life. It would be thetrr Dream Home. 
Their Dream Boat. In the summer there would be larkspur, pink and 
blue, and roses and heliotrope in the garden. Her father used to grow 


a lot of heliotrope. 


The sun was very thin and it came through the French windows and 
laid itself out in pale squares at her feet. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. 

“Well,” he said, and he got out the keys from his pocket and went over 
them carefully, “I expect we ought to go. It’s getting late.” 

“Yes,” she said, and she walked quickly to the door and went outside 
on the porch. The air was cool and a little damp and everything looked 
very pleasant. Even the little yellow dog that came halfway up the drive 
and stood and stared at her, only the tip of his tail wagging slightly, 
looked nice. 

In the car she said, “It’s really lovely weather, isn’t it? I like rainy, 
spring days.” Ifa wife is going to be contrary, if she is going to refuse to 
live in a beautiful house her husband has found, the least she can do is 
to be cheerful, to be companionable, to show him that she loved him. 

He did not answer. He did not even change his expression. He just sat 
and drove and looked straight ahead. The shades were still drawn, and 
the door was still locked, and she was still outside, alone. 

It is all my fault, she thought. I am building a wall. Every day I go 
out and hunt a brick and come back and put it into place. Every day | 
build the wall a little higher and pretty soon I won’t even be able to sec 
him. I won’t even be able to tell whether he has drawn the shades or not, 
I won’t be able to tell. 

But she didn’t really want to build a wall! She didn’t really want to 
say “No,” sharply, She wanted to say “Yes” to everything. And yet 
from the very beginning there had been the block, there had been this 
something wrong with her. 

“*Let’s don’t have a baby right away, Clyde,” she had said. She who 
loved babies, who stopped in the parks to lean over carriages and admire 
the fat cheeks and the rosebud mouths. ‘Not the first year,” she had 
said. “Let’s wait a while.” 


BUT NOW this was the second year and there was still no baby coming. 
There should be a baby coming. A baby with a nice smooth tan, and dark 
brown eyes, and glasses. No, of course not glasses. No glasses. Well, a 
baby like the pictures in the magazines, a baby with bright blue eyes and 
curly blond hair. Yes, the baby was the first part of the wall. The baby 
was a brick. + Continued on page 50 


Softly he moved forward, his eyes intent, 
fastened on something just in front of 
him — on, she knew, the dark head 
showing just above the top of the chatr. 


An exeiting mystery novelette 


by Naomi John White 
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HEN people are old, or a little strange, they 
talk to themselves. But when people are very 
young they do it too, quietly, over and over. 


“*This is how he kissed me,” the girl says, wak- 

ing next morning. “Loving, not asking. We 
went to the Bowl and everyone looked when he came 
skating up to me. His lashes look bleached white. A 
whole month before I see him again. But when he 
kissed me good-by he said, ‘You are a part of me now, 
you are like a new pair of ribs .. .”” 

The girl lying in bed in the white chiffon nightgown 
was doing it too. She stirred under the covers and 
laid her arm across her eyes. “This was the very 
beginning,” she said to herself. ‘“‘This is how it 
began...” 

a ~ a 

It was a rainy night. It was Sunday night, and 
Sunday nights in Mrs. Ramage’s boardinghouse we 
always lay around on each other’s beds, in housecoats, 
in black corduroy pyjamas. Only that time, I remem- 
ber, I had a blue sweater and my plaid skirt on. We 
were talking about the Science Formal. But somehow 
I didn’t feel like sitting there, talking about whether 
Eddie, who was rugby captain, would ask Marian; 
wondering inside whether anyone would ask me. 
Remember in the Just So stories, the Cat that Walked 
by Himself? That was what I felt like. So I put on 
my rubber boots, turned down at the tops like pirates’, 
and I went out into the rain. 

It was a warm rain; it talked quietly in the trees, 
and fell gently on my hair and on my face. A delicious 
sadness came over me. Here am I walking in this wild 
wet world, and nobody sees me and nobody cares. I 
was lonely, but it was a wonderful loneliness. Perhaps 
at the back of it was the thought, “Nobody sees me, 
but if they did, wouldn’t they think I was an interest- 
ing person, walking strangely in the rain this way, 
without even a hat?” 

But then the loneliness stopped being a person, it 
stopped being friendly. I was walking through the 
campus, and the trees seemed heavy and dark and 
brooding. They hung over the world, and there was 
no lightness in my feet any more. I ached inside. I 
needed someone to speak to. The loneliness hurt. 

And then I saw the boy. He was coming toward me, 
along the road, wandering too. I looked down at the 
wavering of the one street light in the puddles, and 
the broken pieces of light seemed so bright, and 
shooting inside of me. Suddenly I was embarrassed 
at meeting anyone. I didn’t want to look at him, And 
then I saw who it was. 

He came closer, and we looked at each other warily. 
Each could see in the other the traces of those strange 
moods, compulsions, which came down upon one in 
those days. We didn’t know you could control them, 
or that you might not want them. They were like 
strange wild beasts, and we were fearless and put out 
our hands to pet them. 

He said, “Hullo,” and we stopped and stood, won- 
dering how much the other felt as we felt. 

I said, “What were you doing?” And the rain 
dripped through the leaves on our hair. 

“Playing the piano . . .” he said. 

But I knew there was no piano in his boardinghouse. 
He had often said how he missed it. 





“Where?” I asked. He turned and pointed through 
the trees. 

“In the Old Arts Building.” 

I didn’t say, “But the building’s locked.” 
didn’t seem to matter much that night. 

Instead I said, “Play for me.” And we turned and 
walked silently through the trees to the building. 


Locks 


WHEN WE came to the entrance I waited for him to 
dispose of the two locked doors. It was exciting and a 
little dangerous to stand there while he moved his 
skeleton key in the lock of the outside door. Then it 
opened, and we were inside in the dark. There was a 
massive door all the way across the top of the wide 
steps, and it was bolted on the inside. But it was like a 
gate; it did not reach to the ceiling, and he put his 
foot on the knob and shinnied up somehow. Suddenly 
he was straddling it, and then he dropped down on the 
inside. He slid the bolt and opened the door for me to 
come in. 

He took my hand and we climbed the stairs, putting 
our feet in the worn hollows. The thick darkness 
seemed to purr all around us. In the common room 
where the piano was, the white keys glimmered faintly 
in the darkness. He started to play. I'll never forget 
the sweetness of that playing. Most of the tunes I had 
never heard before. I only knew they were folk music, 
haunting, sad. Months later I heard a girl sing one of 
them, and it was “The Raggle-taggle Gypsies-oh.” But 
suddenly he seemed to remember I was there. The 
minor key dropped away; his fingers slid swiftly into 
hot-tempoed jazz. His fingers raced, but he turned his 
head toward me. 

“Here is a problem, Miss James,” 
can I play and dance with you too?” 

I laughed, swaying, my whole body keeping time. 
I wouldn’t have been surprised if he had stood up and 
danced with me, while the piano keys responded to 
invisible hands. 

But just as abruptly his mood swung away from 
me. He was playing the first movement of the Eroica. 
I walked to the window. The rain had stopped, and I 
could see a glimmer of moon behind the clouds. It lit 
up the grey stone tower of the university library like an 
enchanted castle. I had sat there so many nights, 
studying, puzzled. Now all the new things that had 
been happening to me in college seemed to fall into 
place, to have meaning. I knew how much there was 
| wanted to do, and I knew I could do it. 

Then it was over. His hands came down in a 
tremendous chord. He swung around on the bench, 

“C’mon,” he said, “‘let’s play ping-pong.” 

Sounds silly, doesn’t it? But the Old Arts Building 
was a kind of Jack-of-all-trades, absorbing everything 
left over when the “new” Arts Building was built. It 
had the Bi labs in it, and a general common room, and 
the Theologs had a common room of their own. It 
was their room that had the ping-pong table in it. We 
tiptoed down the hall and found the bats and a ball. 
And we began, playing ping-pong by the light of the 
moon. 

It was absurd, of course, but it was fun. We rallied, 
and missed, and were convulsed with laughter. Then I 
missed another shot and the ball rolled on the floor. 
We were quiet while I groped to pick it up, and in that 


he said. 


“How 





Knchanted Spring 


by Katherine March 


Illustrated by Rex Woods. 


hush we heard the click of the heavy door downstairs. 
Into the electric silence that followed came the steady 
sound of steps. Together we moved toward a corner 
of the room, out of sight of the door. As I moved, my 
foot touched the ping-pong ball, and it rolled against 
the table with a ping like an alarm. For some reason 
I wanted to giggle. Playing ping-pong in the dark. 
What unbelievable nonsense. Maybe the janitor or 
watchman or whoever he was would like to play too, 
Downstairs the steps moved with steady beats along 
the hall. 


IF WE’D thought what they meant—expulsion, uttet 
and complete disgrace—we'd have lost our childhood. 
If we’d imagined the stories that would have flown 
around the campus, if the watchman had turned his 
flash in on us . . . Perhaps even some wind blowing 
from the blazing deserts of those thoughts would 
have touched us, wakened in us desire for what 
everyone would have known had happened. But we 
didn’t think, we crouched there like two children 
playing hide-and-seek. And the steps faded away. 

Still we didn’t dare move. He hadn’t left the 
building. We leaned against the wall and I put my 
head against Mike’s shoulder. I must have dozed, for 
the next thing I knew Mike’s arm was tensed under 
my head, and I could hear steps moving along the 
lower hall. Then we heard the outer door slam shut. 

W e stood up, at last, stretching tired legs. 

“Come on,” Mike said gently. “‘You’d better #0 
home.’ 

We were quiet, making our way through the locked. 
doors, walking out through the campus to the street. [ 
was drowsy. It seemed as if we had crouched there, 
waiting, a very long time. 

It must have been, for the darkness and rain were 
gone. We were walking through the dim under-sea 
light of the early spring dawn. The air was clean and 
cool and new. 

When we reached the door of my boardinghouse, he 
grinned, and his eyebrows quirked at me. “Sleep 
well,” he said. 

Sleep! I had forgotten about ‘t. Why sleep, when 
living was so strange, so new? 


I smiled and put my hand on the doorknob, If it © 


were locked, as I suppose it should have been—But it 
opened softly, softly. I stepped into the hall, and then 
I saw them—my landlady and her husband—through 


the door into the kitchen, at the end of the hall. EF 
had forgotten how early they started work, baking thé 7 


bread and rolls for their homemade bread route. They 
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were taking loaves out of the oven and turning them ~ 





out on the rack. The warm fresh smell sang through the 7 
house. And their movements were slow and rhythmic 7 
I stood there a minute, watching them, not @ 


and fertile. 
thinking what they would say if they saw me, sensing 
them, though with no + 


She had been wanting him to kiss 


her ever since they started dane 
was different. It” 
wasn’t like the other times at cll 4 


ing, but this 


Continued on page 66 7 
















It was a world for young people 


only . .. and so long as they were 
left to themselves they were 


inside a magic circle . . . safe 
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What you should know about 


hild Adoption 


by Dr. Charlotte Whitton 


LL SORTS of nfotives impel people’ to 
f/m adept children, among them the highest 
and finest of human impulses. Lonely 
hearts in lopely homes seck the compan- 
ionship and Satisfaction of having a child 
to rear; many genuinely unselfish people are 
anxious to extend the advantages which they 
can give to children otherwise denied even 
moderate opportunities for a normal life. 
Unfortunately, however, for every pros- 
pective adopting parent of this type there is an 
infinitely less desirable counterpart in the 
emotionally erratic, thoughtless, selfish or 
superficial person. At its lowest level, child 
adoption may be undertaken for purely mer- 
cenary motives, or worse. In the League of 
Nations’ studies of social questions, it was 
found that the “elite trade”’ in the White Slave 
Traflic depended to a considerable extent on 
the recruiting and even adoption of very 
young, attractive girls, if’the Americas as well 
as in Europe. In the British Columbia Child 
Welfare Survey, over 20 years ago, the case 
which “broke” the situation ceatred about the 
cross-border placement of a little girl who was 
saved by the alertness of a U.S. immigration 
officer. The child was being delivered at the 
border through a Canadian welfare agency 
indulging in these casual: placements, and the 
two adults accompanying her were recognized 
as having been involved at-another port of 
entry under suspicion of illegal trafffce in girls 
and women. This is typical of what can hap- 
pen even today, and it gan happen in three or 
four particular ports and areas known and 
watched by both U.S. and Canadian officials. 
The protection, care and placement of 
children without responsible parental guard- 
ianship is so complicated a problem and so 
susceptible of the most vicious exploitation 
that it must be submitted to adequate and 
sustained social controls. This is recognized 
in all progressive countrics—notably at the 
moment by the New York City Committee on 
Adoptions whose recommendations form the 
basis for new legislation in New York State 
this year, and by the new Children’s Act in 
Britain based on the exhaustive study of the 
Curtis Committee on Child Care. It is recog- 
nized up to a point in Canadian ‘provincial 
legislation, but not all the loopholes have as 
yet been plugged. 


ONE FACT must be stated at the outset. 
Today babies are in short supply all over this 
continent. For a decade or more, it has been 
the smart thing in certain circles to adopt a 
baby. It is true that war’s tensions heightened 
both marriage and birth rates, yet the long- 
range picture shows that childlessness is be- 
coming increasingly characteristic of urban 
Iffe, and since 1934 adoption applications have 
trebled. In Canada there are nearly three- 
quarters of a million homes without children, 
another 700,000 with only one. Ontario and 
British Columbia are th prov inces with most 
childless homes. (In the U.S. a recent estimate 
placed at two million the number of childless 
women thought to be secking adoptive babies 
—with the children available for adoption 
about 50,000.) 

There are many other types of would-be 
adoptive parents: the unmarried, seeking a 


child for company—though few good social 
agencies would place a child in such a home 
unless there is blood relationship or close 
family association in the case of a child who 
has lost either or both parents; the bereaved, 
wanting a child to replace a lost one—a des- 
perately difficult adjustment for a youngster; 
the families who want a little girl with their 
boys, or vice versa— again a highly delicate 
challenge in placement outside blood relation- 
ships; the “health” adoptions—where husband 
or wife is in indifferent health and a child 
would be a diverting interest. At the lowest 
economic level, family allowances offer an 
inducement to some childless couples, while in 
a higher income bracket a child may be sought 
for adoption because of its economic value 

tg hold together a family corporation, to con- 
serve an estate after the parents’ death. 
Among the latter are those “wonderfully 
wealthy” homes where a child can grow up in 
Juxurious loneling SS, and such are Oul social 
attitudes that too many child-care agencies 


ne ole cl 


o give such homes or couples the same 
fine-combing they rigorously appty to a more 
modest household making application for an 
adoption. “Elderly” homes are another difli- 
cult type. When a couple of 50 years or over 
adopt a child they are apt to be misunder- 


standing, tired or deceased, at the very time 
when a developing youngster or stirring adol- 
escent most needs stability and guidance. 

On the other hand, adoption applicants, as 
well as the children, require interpretation and 
protection. Aside from assurance as to the 
child’s mental and physical- health, they 
should realize that compatibility and all that 
it entails, such as race, religion, interests, are 
vital considerations to be dealt with before 
adoption is final. In Canada today it is almost 
easier to dissolve a marriage on statutory 
grounds than to re pudiate or break an adop- 
tion order, once final. For sound and success- 
ful adoption, therefore,’ those who effect it 
should know all possible details about the 
background and make-up of both adopting 
parents and adoptive child. In matching 
human life into human life in a parent-chdd 
relationship the responsibility is close to that 
of creation itself, 

Thus, on the demand side, there are these 
thousands of appli ants and their screening 
aecording to careful standards. On the whole 
perhaps not more than one in. 20 applicants 
will be approved for a child, and not more than 
one in 10 for “matching” with a suitable child. 
Unfortunately there are many Situations 
where such social service protection (for all 
parties) is not available. For instance, when 
an application comes from a distant city, 
attested by banker, minist@r, lawyer, doctor, 
it takes more investigation than any busi- 
ness departmental service can exerc ise, to learn 
whether such prokk ssional people are respon- 
sibly retained, and to supervise progress o} the 
adopted child in the clients’ home, Another, 
though quite different, situation arises when 
a sympathetic medical man @ lawyer agrees 
to handle a case “quit tly” bu without know!- 
edge of the social techniques needed. Some of 
the most difficult adoption problems can be 
traced to the physician who, perhaps with a 


small private + Continued on page 102 





They Budget 
for Good Looks 


by Adele White 


Health and Beauty Editor 


Three practical Canadian 
housewives show how they 
match wits with rising 
living costs — how they 
keep personal care in this 
year’s planned economy. 


~ up... going up... every day! What 
else could it be but the cost of living? When 

i prices soar the housewife is the one who feels 

the tightest pinch. It’s only natural that, when 

ends won’t meet, she begins to cut down on her 
personal expenditures. There’s a Itmit, however, to 
how far she should go in this economy. Good looks 
may not be among the primitive essentials of life, but 
it’s certainly not in the pure luxury class, 

That is the firm belief of three up-to-the-minute 
wives whose opinion Chatelaine sought. 

They say that kee ping up appearances is a necessity, 
not only to their own self-respect, but also to bolster 
the morale of the whole family—give it its air of 
well-being. Also, this business of being a droopy 
martyr type is a dreary career. It’s much.more 
satisfactory to match wits with rising costs, to perform 
near-miracles in saving for personal care. 

Mary Smith, our lirst young-married, has two small 
children and the tightest budget to cope with, She 
has decided to set aside 50¢ a week for all-over care. 
That 50c is made up of small economies—pennies, 
nickels, dimes saved by keeping a sharp eye for 
shopping bargains. Every penny thus saved goes clink 
into a piggy bank marked “Good Looks Fund.” 

Mary knows the secret of effort vergus funds: what 
she can’t afford to buy she has learned to do herself. 
For example she shampoos and sets her own. hair, 
wears it shoulder length and coiled over each ear. It’s 
easy to manage this way and needs only one perm, a 
year. She buys toilet items in large-sized packages. 

Then there’s Joan Peters, youngest of the three, 
and married less than a year. Her husband, after four 
years in the Air Force, is now back at university, To 
help eke out the family budget, Joan does typing 
at home, but even at that it’s a tight squeeze, with no 
room for extras. To earn spending money for herself 
she has arranged to be “a sitter” every Friday night 
for a young couple with children. She charges $1—and 
that dollar bill is earmarked as her Good Looks Fund. 

Ann Brown is in her forties. Her children are 
almost grown up and she looks forward to the tim: 
when she’ll have more freedom from family cares and 
broader outside interests. For this reason she wants 
to stay young and good-looking as long as possible. 
Her housekeeping budget will stretch either to paying 
a cleaning woman once every two weeks, or doing 
her own housework and thus saving money for face 
creams, toiletries and a twice-monthly appointment 
at a beauty salon. She has chosen the latter as sh« 
prefers the more professional results of salon care. 
And, at her age, she freely admits she needs it! 
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Marv spends 50c a week 


She budgets on a yearly basis: divides the amount 


by 52 which equals 50c a week (5c over). 


Permanent wave beginning of summer 
at local shop whe re cost ts less $5.00 


° 
Hair 
Three bottles of shampoo a_ year, 


| 
(are eked out by soap ends dissolved in 


water $1.00 


Total 86.00 


Two large jars all-purpose cream at 


| ie 70c¢ a jar $1.40 
\ ill Face tissue——12 boxes a year $1.50 
\ Witch hazel used as skin tonic . $ .50 
ara 
al’ | Se 833.40 


Hand lotion largest-sized bottle di- 
vided into small bottles for kitchen 
and bathroom $1.00 


HP (| Nail polish—3 bottles a year... $ .73 
all Nail polish remover ee 
Nail brush—one a year........ $ .50 
Care , 

En Cbs veecansiariixces 82.55 
DOM COONS | ois does cacemee cl Oe 
Bath © salts 3 large-sized cartons, 
helped out by a handful of washing 
soda to soften bath water ‘at plea 
Rath Bath powder re ee 
Toilet water, one bottle va $ JD 
liems Deodorant, 3 jars a year....... $1.00 

Tooth brushes—2 a year at 
25c each $ .50 
Dentifrice, used intermittently with 
baking soda and salt fie, ee 
Total ..................., 86.00 
Vi , Fane HOWGE els von cShideus ke « $1.00 
il (: Lipsticks (2) rouge, one box ... $17.50 
Leg-do, for summer ........... $$ .50 
| ) WOON. o. secieste ese 83.00 
Personal hygiene items . .. 85.00 


Year’s Total 825.95 


Joan spends $1" a week 


She spends more money than Mary on hair 


care and skin creams. Her year’s budget: 


Hair 
(are 


Skin 
(are 


Hand 
(are 


Bath 
Items 


Make 
lp 


Two perms. a year at $5 each... $10.00 
Shampoo and hair set—an appointment 
every 3 weeks at hairdresser. (Joan 
washes her own hair between times.) 
Each perm. includes shampoo and set 
which reduces number to 17 


RB WOOP sora $17.00 
Total . $27.00 
Cleansing cream—2 large-sized 

jars at 70c a jar $ 1.40 


Night cream—special for dry skin; 2 jars 


a year used economically $ 1.60 
Face tissue—12 boxes a year $ 1.50 
Skin tonic—one bottle 2 
Total 85.25 
Hand lotion, same as Mary 

one largest-sized bottle $ 1.00 


Nail polish— more expensive brand than 
Mary’s and Joan uses 4 bottles $ 2.00 


CAMB SE acacia ss $ 25 
Polish remover........... ae age 
INGE PIU OS cetixuese es sc 
WGI Nicosiecckaanss 81.00 
Toilet soaps—special perfumed 

brand $ 1.50 
PIRUR Se i es Ss Sue ee $ 1.25 
Death ‘ieee. ies. iw kts $ 1.00 
Cologne—-2 bottles a year..... $ 1.50 
Deodorant cream— one large 

jar ‘nee ee ee 
Toothbrushes and dentifrice— 

Joan likes powder. eee 
WOME. .ccc cs)... SRS 
Face powder—2 boxes a year.. $ 1.00 
Lipstick and rouge $ 1.50 
Eye shadow for evenings out.. $ .50 
Leg-do, summer months...... $ 50 
meenes. 4... eceeee BBO 
Personal hygiene items....... 83.00 


Year’s Total 852.00 
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Aun spends $2" a week 


She prefers the more professional look of salon 


manicures and hair-do’s. Ann’s yearly budget. 


Hair 
(are 


Skin 
(are 


Hand 
(are 


Bath 
Items 


Make 
lp 


Two perms. at $8 each.. .. $16.00 
Shampoo, set, and special rinse to 
brighten her hair every 2 weeks at her 
beauty salon at $1.75 each appoint- 
ment . $42.00 
Hair shaping, 4 times a year $ 6.00 
Tipping, 25c each appointment $ 6.50 


Total .... ..... 870.50 


Cleansing cream.......... $ 3.00 
Antiwrinkle cream—2 jars at 

$2.50 a jar.... xe saa 
Skin lotion $ 1.00 


Cream masque for brightening 
complexion on party nights... $ 2.50 


Face tissue—12 boxes a year.. $ 1.50 
EME sv ad's. oc ocak dnaw on 813.00 
DIM BOGOR... «so sc ncgeweees $ 1.50 
Manicures at salon........... $1 3.00 


Nail polish for repair jobs..... $§ 2.00 
Total 


Two sets of soap, bath salts, body 
powder and toilet water all matching in 
scent. Santa Claus brings her at least 
one set and she likes to replenish 


o 


it ida nak aaa $ 5.00 
Deodorant cream....... $ 1.20 
Toothbrushes and dentifrice, 

Mrs. Brown prefers toothfaste, 

uses 12 tubes.. $ 5.80 


Total esse... 812.00 
Cream foundation base, 2 jars. $ 4.00 
Face powder $ 3.00 
Lipstick and rouge........ $ 5.00 
00 CO ia. wees eee $ 1.00 
pe Eee 813.00 


Personal hygiene items. .. . 


Year’s Total 8130.00 





PARIS creates to glorify the new ideal in feminine structure: smooth 
natural shoulders . . . prominent bust . . . small diaphragm Waist 
wedged in . . . curving hips. The Body Beautiful. 

Once again they have fabrics, exquisite and expensive, at the disposal 
of their adroit, tireless fingers. Again fine embroideries and beadings 
(passementerie, they call it) take shape and form in the hands of patient 
needlewomen trained from generation to generation. 

Below you see chiffons, mauve, pearl grey and pale rose, folded and 
swathed in an over-all ombre effect. Above left, watered tafféta, palest 
green, with alternate bandings of gold embroidery and passementerie of 
black pailettes on the skirt. Lower left, heavy pale blue satin is overlaid 
with fine black lace. f 

Costly? Very, because of the expense involved in dyeing and looming 
precious fabrics . . . because of all the painstaking handwork in a faultless 
French gown. Inrportant—because the influences reaching out from the 
core of the haute couture spread out and out, through the high-priced 
garments down through the middle ranges to the self-serve sections. The 
bustle, the shoulder cape or some other ingenious little fashion twist that 
makes an inexpensive dress rather special—may have its beginning in a 
fabulous couturier model such as you see here. 


Paris still loves an extravagant 
spectacle by night! Below: 
Vulticolored chiffon frock, by 
Pierre Clarence. and (left) two 
gowns by Nina Ricci featuring 
rich fabrics elaborated with 


passementerie or fine lace. 
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NEW YORK defines close harmony between hats and fashion’s 
changed form, In a mood pleasant, pretty and Jadylike . . . away from 
sharp color contrasts or brittle harsh notes... 

The hat, this spring, is everything to all women. A matter of harmony 
between the head and the completely changed feminine form, When the 
great transition started, there was an obvious danger line. That of too 
much bulk of head and body for the average figure to carry gracefully. 

Somehow, hair-do’s looked all wrong. Page boys, swinging below 
shoulders—even shoulder-length tresses—looked sloppy. So off went the 
hair. Or up, wound and bound into sleck netted knobs, This gives new 
shape to hats, inspires styles that look best with longer skirts. 

Now we're being given a definite formula of what to wear with what. 
First, with softly tailored suits, the 1948 sailor. If you’re the lucky one 
who can take the straight-on-from-the-hairline style, that’s for your candid 
brow. Or if it must go back from your face, try one of the Bretons, 

With wasp waists and full skirts you, under 30, will wear a bonnet. 
Beyond that age limit you'll look for a modified style that borrows the fit 
of a bonnet but gives a roller curl to the brim. 

Prints and sheers will take you through the summer. With these you'll 
go all out for The Hat. It may be shallow-crowned, wide-brimmed and 
banded simply in velvet . . . or its brim may ripple, framelike, banked 
in tiny silk roses, loops of fine veiling. 

Three such definite types are shown here, and if originals are out of 
reach of average budgets, these costly pretties are among the many that 
inspire the copies and adaptations . . . and they’re loaded with ideas and 
cunning tricks not beyond the scope of fingers that have a way with a hat. 


by Evelyn Kelly, Fashion Editor 


From California: pink sapphire 
felt is swathed with pink 
maline, punctuated by pink 
roses. By Kenneth Hopkins. 


Introducing the blouse-crowned bonnet of pink 
sapphire felt. A sheer black face veil, patterned 
with pink straw squares, ties at the crown’s tip 
with aquamarine grosgrain bow. By Irene. 


Florence Reichman’s Gibson girl sailor 
of natural bali, faced in black felt. The 
black quill, rising from green ribbon 
bows, is straight as an exclamation point. 
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Every young woman has pondered, and sometimes feared, 


that inevitable experience toward which she is moving. 


ealled “change of life.°” Here are the plain questions, 


prepared by Chatelaine, and the plain answers supplied 


by one of Canada’s distinguished physiologists 


E PHYSIOLOGICAL changes during menopause are 
described below by Dr. Robert A. Cleghorn, now 
assistant professor of psychiatry at McGill University, 
Montreal, and in charge of the experimental thera- 
peutics laboratories at the Allan Memorial Institute of 

Psychiatry. Dr. Cleghorn took his medical degree at the 
University of Toronto in 1928, later studied in Aberdeen, 
where he received the degree of doctor of science in physiol- 
ogy, and following this spent a year at various hospitals 
in London, Hungary, Holland. He was associated with the 
Toronto General Hospital and the University of Toronto for 
some years in the field of internal and experimental medicine, 
until he went overseas with the No. 1 Research Laboratory 
of the Royal Canadian Army Medical Corps in 1943. 


How does modern medicine define “‘change of life’’? 
What is the actual process going on when a woman 
enters this period? 

The “change of life,” also known as the menopause, refers 
to that time of a woman’s life during which ovarian function 
is declining and in which the cessation of menstruation is 
one incident and the development of hot flushes and other 
symptoms sometimes occur. Actually the word menopause 
only means cessation of menstruation. The climacteric is 
a better term, being derived from a Greek word meaning 
“‘rung of a ladder.” It implies that this is but one of the 
natural transitional steps in the course of every woman's 
life, a step which is now appreciated as entailing no profound 
alteration in the woman’s life except termination of men- 
struation and reproduction. 

The cause is a gradual failure of the function of the ovaries. 
This is a sign that the individual is growing older. It does 
not mean that old age is suddenly at hand for in other 
respects the individual has already declined physically. For 
example, athletes pass their prime somewhere about 23, 
though they have busy useful lives ahead, With reference 
to the ovarian changes the monthly extrusion of an ovum 
from an ovary, characteristic of the reproductive period of 
a woman’s life, is the first function to fail. It is not accom- 
panied by any symptoms except a decline in fertility. 
Regular monthly bleeding may continue for varying lengths 
of time. Then the amount of the female sex’ hormone, 
oestrin, secreted by the ovaries decreases and when it has 
declined to a certain level, bleeding becomes irregular, less, 
or ceases altogether. This does not mean that the ovary 
ceases to secrete female sex hormone altogether; it only 
continues at a reduced rate and is supplemented by a secre- 
tion of oestrin from another source, the adrenal cortex. 
Hence even in the absence of the ovaries some of this 
hormone continues to be produced in the body. 


At what age can menopause be expected? What are 
its first signs? How long does the period of change 
last? 

Cessation of menstruation occurs most commonly between 
the ages of 45 and 50 though in some normal women it 
occurs earlier and, in others, years later. Indications of the 
climacteric must be divided into two categories: (1) primary 
and (2) secondary. The first grouping can be attributed to 
declining ovarian function. It includes decrease in fer- 
tility, change in frequency and amount of menstrual flow, 
and often hot flushes. The second includes a host of other 
complaints presented by women at this time, but none of 


them are spec ifically and undeniably due to ovarian changes. 
They may be a part of the disturbances she is experiencing 
but are chiefly the result of fear and apprehension related 
to misinformation and the psychic significance of the door 
closing on the capacity to bear children. 

The first sign of the onset of the climacteric is usually 
a lengthening of the time between menstrual periods. As 
a rule the flow decreases in quantity and duration, Occa- 
sionally a period may be missed. In some women the flow 
may become profuse or more frequent. This is an indication 


jor wmmediate consultation with a doctor. Sudden stopping 


of menses is not the most common observed initial change. 
A good, safe rule to observe is that any increase in flow or 
show of blood betwe en pe riods should call fora Visit to the 
doctor as a precautionary measure, since there are other 
causes for these phenomena which are frequently innocent 
but sometimes indicative of conditions requiring skilled 
attention. Occasionally hot flushes may precede the men- 
strual change. 

The period of changing menstruation commonly lasts 
six months to a year but in a few women irregular periods 
may continue for years. 


Should one expect, as normal, physical disturbances 
such as pains in the back or abdomen, hot flushes, 
migraine, etc.? 

Hot flushes and sweats occur in the majority of women 
during the “change of life.” It is, however, only a minority 
in whom the hot flushes are so severe as to be categorized 
distressing. Nervousness, excitability, irritability, depres- 
sion, insomnia, fatigue, heart consciousness, decreased 
memory and power of concentration, and headaches are 
not infrequently complained of by women at this time. To 
what extent these sy mptoms are due to the ovarian changes, 
if at all, is impossible to say at present. Since these symp- 
toms are commonly seen in people at other ages suffering 
from anxiety and other psychic disturbances, it seems most 
likely that they are due in large part at least to the changed 
outlook of the woman at this time of life. Understanding, 
explanation, sympathy and other forms of psychotherapy 
can ameliorate these symptoms. They also often clear up 
with hormone therapy. It is not certain whether this is 
partly a specific effect or because the patient is so reassured 
that something is being done that her anxiety is dispelled. 
Migraine is not characteristic of the climacteric and pains in 
the back and abdomen are merely two of the myriad of 
nonspecific complainy. presented by some women. 

Is there any important difference in the menopause 
process for women who have borne children as com- 
pared with those who have not? 

No—there is none. 


Why do women gain weight during and after 
the menopause? Is this a general or necessary 
concomitant? 


Some women onl 


ly—and that not even a majority—gain 
weight at and after the climacteric. There is a variety of 
reasons for the gain in weight, such as diminishing amount 
of work and responsibilities, with children growing up and 
leaving home; overeating as a psychological compensation 
for anxiety at this time. It is not a’ result of “disturbed” 
glands. % Continued on page 74 
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& (he Menopause 


| a, Don’t believe those dreary myths that a woman’s personality 





may be changed--for the worse: that erying spells, 


2 





insomnia, irritability are an accepted part of the 


process; or that mental stability may be endangered. 


Study this important discussion by a brilliant psychiatrist 


R. KARL STERN, who answers Chatelaine’s questions 

concerning the emotional problems of menopause, took 

his post-graduate training as a Rockefeller Fellow at 

the Psychiatric Institute in Munich from 1932 to 1936. 

Following this, with a grant from the Medical Research 
Council of Great Britain, he worked at the National Hospital 
for Nervous Diseases at Queen’s Square, London. In 1939 he 
came to Canada, joining the staff of the Verdun Protestant 
Hospital and the Montreal Neurological Institute. He has 
been associated with the Allan Memorial Institute since its 
opening and is Assistant Professor of Psychiatry at McGill 
University, Montreal. 


Are there any characteristic emotional disturbances 
or personality changes which accompany the meno- 
pause? 

There are no “characteristic” emotional disturbances or 
personality changes in the sense that they must of necessity 
accompany the menopause; on the contrary, Most women 
sail through this phase without ever feeling that there is 
“anything to it.” However, in those who do have an 
emotional upset during that time, such disturbances are 
quite typical, There is an inclination to “feel blue,” with a 
readiness to cry. Many of the patients say that they are 
depressed but that they are not able to pin their depression 
onto anything in particular, “I could cry all the time, but I 
don’t know what about,” is a phrase often heard. Associated 
with this frequently, there may be insomnia and irritability. 
‘The insomnia is not necessarily caused by physical symptoms 
such as hot flushes. The irritability manifests itself in 
“jumpiness,” particularly in sensitivity to noise and a 
tendency to “fly off the handle” on slight provocation. All 
this, however, is overshadowed by the depression and tension 
which these patients experience. At times this reaches such a 
degree that the patient has a sense of utter despondency and 
hopelessness, 

There is a widespread erroneous belief that sex desire 
diminishes or even disappears with the menopause. We 
have found that in healthy, well-adjusted women there is no 
change one way or another; if there is a complete disappear- 
ance or a marked increase of sex desire during this time of 
life, it is, in our experience, usually an indication of some 
hidden conflict. 


What are the basic reasons for the depression which 
many women experience? What causes inability to 
sleep, to concentrate; anxieties for the future concern- 
ing husband, family life, etc. ? 

Even those women who say they feel blue but do not know 
why, very often, after a little prodding, discover that there 
is an actual basis for their depression. Very often this has to 
do with marital difficulties or with problems associated with 
child-bearing. We frequently sce that a woman who has been 
putting up a front in the face of a marital difficulty and has 
exerted self-control for several decades, suddenly breaks out, 
as it were, during the menopause. However, even these overt 
marital difliculties which seem to cause a depression, often 
go back to something far earlier, and we may see that the 
very reason why a woman is maritally maladjusted can be 
traced away back into her childhood. In other words, the 
anxiety states and depressions of the menopause are only a 
delayed reaction to something which has been long latent. 
Menopause just provides a match for the keg of gunpowder. 


Another factor which comes into these depressions is that 
of irreversibility. The child and the adolescent have many 
choices. In our problems of vocation, in our problems of 
selecting a partner for life, and (in young adult couples) in 
the problems of having children, there is always a choice 
between various possibilities. This gives us a feeling of 
freedom. However, the older we get the more this feeling 
of freedom disappears. Choices have been made and situa- 
tions are irreversible. 

The menopause has a profound symbolic meaning to most 
women as a landmark separating the child-bearing period 
from the later years of sterility. Hence we frequently see 
that women who did not want to have children when younger 
have the depression of regret. However, this depression of 
regret not only refers to child-bearing but to many other 
situations in which choice is no longer possible and every- 
thing has become irreversible and static. Helene Deutsch, 
one of our foremost contemporary psychoanalysts, in dis- 
cussing the depressions of the menopause, speaks of the 
“panic of the closing gate.” By this she means precisely the 
same fact, i.e., the patient suddenly realizes that certain 
situations in life have become fixed, and certain things which 
have been done cannot be undone. Not all of these irrever- 
sible situations have been of the woman’s own choice. There 
are many tragic situations whose impact we feel particularly 
at the turning point of life. 

Curiously enough, such emotional suffering manifests itself 
also in organic symptoms; in other words, it is projected, as 
it were, onto the body. Thus we saw a woman who had had 
three children; two of these died, one at the age of two, 
another at the age of five. There was only one boy left. 
During the menopause she developed a severe depression 
with anxiety; she became morbidly concerned over her boy’s 
health. She said, “Even when he coughs from a little 
ordinary cold, [ immediately have a pain down here” (in 
the pelvic area). This illustrates how one woman’s physical 
menopausal symptom was directly associated with her main 
worry. It would be quite erroncous to assume, as many lay 
people and even some physicians do, that therefore this 
woman’s pain in the lower abdomen was “imaginary.” Ifa 
pain is caused by psychological factors it is as real as any 
pain for which we are able to perceive a visible organic cause. 

This is extremely important for our evaluation of the many 
physical complaints accompanying menopausal depressions. 
Let us assume a woman whose husband is a philanderer 
and an alcoholic has been wilfully suppressing all her 
emotional reactions for 20 years and breaks down during the 
menopause; if this woman, with her depression, has numer- 
ous aches and pains for which we cannot find any so-called 
organic basis, her aches and pains have to be taken just as 
seriously. Many menopausal women are misunderstood on 
this point, and suffer considerably because the moment it is 
found that their physical complaints are of a “psychogenic,” 
i.e., emotional origin, people get the idea that these symp- 
toms are “just imagined.” 

During our investigations we had the definite impression 
that some women have the propensity to react to emotional 
upheavals with actual pelvic disorder. Such women are also 
predisposed for a “bad menopause.” Thus, for instance, 
the case of the woman who grew up in a particularly unfavor- 
able stepmother situation. Following her first big showdown 
with her stepmother at the age of 17, she had a period of 
amenorrhoea (cessation of + Continued on page 74 
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\ Trifle, tempting in sherbet glasses; uses egg 
yolks left over from Sunday’s Meringue Tart 
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{ Double Boiler Cottage Pudding — effective 
use of a little fruit or jam. Serve warm 


Week's Desserts 


Some of them are new ... all of them are delicious 


. .. and they average less than 8 cents a serving 


HERE’S nothing like a new dessert to perk up a meal. Even a 
different presentation of an old standby will often do the trick. 
For proof that this is possible through a whole week during the 
most difficult of all seasons, just scan the galaxy of desserts on 








this page. 

The secret we bring to your attention is the subtle and economical 
use of fruits as complements to basic desserts—those desserts that lend 
themselves to variations unlimited. This time of year fresh fruits are 
practically nonexistent. But there are preserves, jams and jellies, not 
to mention innumerable canned fruits. So play these up as springtime 
accessories for interesting dessert ensembles. 
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You'll notice our seven desserts are individually styled and beauti- 
ful to behold. But what you can’t see at first glance is their over-all 
Rice Pudding — always a favorite. Here characteristic of glamour-at-moderate-cost. At prevailing prices, and 


it’s prettied up with colorful preserves taking into account the fact that you might use some of your own 
1ome-canned fruits and preserves, there’s a chance that the week's 
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Meringue Tart filled 
with fruit and whipped 
cream looks and tastes 
expensive but consid- 
ering its six or more 





servings, offers good 


“ rs : 


dessert value Fruit Rolypoly — you can make it with 


one of the handy prepared tea-biscuit mixes 





Sponge Shortcake — squares of economy 
sponge cake with fruit and whipped cream 


by Marie Holmes 


Director Chatelaine Institute 


1s desserts would average much less than our estimate of 8 cents for each 
moderate-sized serving. Still more pennies will be saved if you use the 
g ' thick top of the top milk (accumulated over a few days) instead of 


buying heavy cream for the whipped cream garnishes. 
Each one of these desserts is a story in itself as the recipes will 
Ls , e ’ ° 
5 reveal. Once you've tried them you'll realize how adaptable they are 
> toendless variations. When fresh fruits come along in steady proces- 
14 | — sion through the summer and fall we’ll wager you'll come back to these 
ck. > recipes again and again, 


the Conjure up a picture of the wide assortment of desserts you will turn 
on out with strawberries in June, cherries and raspberries in July. And just 
' think of the many ways you can introduce apples and rhubarb (from 
cal | your garden, perhaps) into puddings like the new up-side-down cottage 
ond © pudding or the quick rolypoly! 
are j Then further increase your repertoire from these two hot puddings 
not | by serving them with a variety of sauces. Nutmeg, brown sugar, lemon 
im i 


and foamy are only the beginning of a long list you’ll find in your cook- 
books. Can economical desserts be appetizing and good to the last 
ul'= “| mouthful? The Institute believes your answer will be “Yes” when 
you've put these recipes to the test. 


teh 





Cherry Rings — Golden yeast buns with 


ws jam filling. For dessert or casual snacks 


ek’s 


_ 
a. 
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For detailed recipes of a week’s desserts see page 93 
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ALE AND 1 were having dinner at the Tara. Soft 
lights and throbby south-of-the-border music. 
Armand himself suggested the shrimp creole and 
put us at the best table and hovered over us like a 
loving benefactor. Dale has that effect on 

headwaiters. The effect Dale has on me is, to make 
me feel that I’m someone very special! and that life is 
smooth as satin. 

With our frosted glasses before us he leaned across 
the narrow table to me, smiling. 

“Hello, Miss Tracy Craig,” he said. “Remind me 
to tell you about my fiancee. She’s lovely!” 

“Don’t let her hear you,” I warned. “She’s a vain 
piece.” 

“But lovely,” he insisted, his calm blue eyes 
unexpectedly warm. 

He reached across the table and caught my hand in 
a hard possessive grip. 

“Listen, darling, I have to go to the West Coast. 
That logging company case has a new angle and | 
may be gone several weeks. Now what’s the sense 
in our waiting until June? Let’s go off quietly and get 
ourselves labelled Mr. and Mrs. Dale Prentiss and 
you come along with me.” Abruptly his voice was 
different, not quite steady and very deep. “Darling 
.. . | want my wife now!” 

“No!” I said breathlessly. ““No, we can’t.” 
“Why can’t we?” That was Dale’s lawyer voice. 

“Because it’s—well’”—I took a gulp of my drink— 
“on account of the silver!” 

“Silver?” Dale repeated, lifting a neat black eye- 
brow, his good-looking face puzzled. “‘What’s silver 
got to do with it?” 

The waiter brought our order, and | waited for him 
to serve us and go. Then I explained in a rush: 

“It’s like this. Twelve forks, 12 spoons. You 
know—the traditional wedding silver, marked sterling 
and engraved with the bride’s initials. Gran insists 
mine must be complete.” 

Gran is all the family | have left, and usually Dale 
regarded her as the voice of authority. But now he 
flared: 

“It’s just another of your excuses. Last year it was 
the housing situation—we must wait until we could 
have a proper home of our own. Also there was your 
job—you couldn’t walk out on it. Then it was some- 
thing else. What's the matter?” His eyes narrowed. 
“You know, sometimes I wonder if you want to marry 
me. And sometimes,” he added slowly, “I wonder if 
you want to marry.” 

Picking up a fork, I jabbed indignantly at a shrimp. 
“Honestly, Dale,” I said hotly, “if a simple little 
remark about wedding silver causes so much flurry, I'll 
be afraid to say anything.” 

“Sure you'll be afraid,” he rapped out. “That’s 
your trouble—you’re a coward. You're afraid of life.” 
His mouth had hardened and his eyes were chill blue 
steel. “You even shy away from a kiss if it has 
anything behind it.” 

If there’s one thing I resent, it’s being told what 
makes me tick, and I said so. And what with one 
remark and another, our satin-smooth evening turned 
burlap. We had planned on a movie, but I said the 
boss wanted me at the office early tomorrow morning 
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fora rush job . . . I’d better go home, please, and get 
my sleep. 

Then at the house, standing on the shadowed porch 
with the pale rays from the street light showing me the 
hurt whiteness of Dale’s face, all the resentment 
seeped away from me. | said: 

“I’m sorry if I hurt you, Dale. I don’t want to. 
You're the nicest person I know.” 

“Nice,” he said on a kind of groan. And then he 
pulled me into his arms and kissed me. It wasn’t like 
any kiss he had given me before. Instinctively I jerked 
away my head. He let me go. 

““See what I mean?” he said harshly. “A kiss like 
that—and you're afraid.” 

“T’m not,” I protested. “‘It’s—it’s just that I don’t 
like that sort of thing.” 

He gave a short, ragged laugh. “She’s a coward,” 
he said. “‘ But she’s lovely Don’t look so terrified, 
darling. I'll behave.”” The harshness was back in his 
voice and his face. ‘“*] always do behave, which no 
doubt is bad for both of us.”” And with that he left me. 


I ALWAYS had a Cinderella feeling when Dale left me 
on my doorstep. After the glamour spots to which he 
took me I was always more aware of the shabby gentil- 
ity in which Gran and | lived. Gran’s house was one 
of a row of faded red brick Victorians, and tonight 
] saw that it wore a “Room for Rent’ in the bay 
window. All the other houses wore those signs as 
standard equipment, but it had been a point of pride 
with Gran that ours didn’t. So here was proof indeed 
that forks and spoons were important to her! And 
when I stepped into the living room, | found her well 
on the way to getting them. 

Gran sat in her chintz-ruffled rocker. Opposite her 
on the davenport sat two strange males. One of them 
was very tall and combative looking. The other very 
small and impish looking. Gran was saying in her 
swift, soft rumble: 

“ . . I never expected to take roomers. But now 
—well I have certain plans that require extra money. 
So I'll rent you the room for three months. At the end 
of that time my granddaughter is going to be married.” 

I interrupted feverishly: “Gran!” 

She flirted her wavy white bob around to me and 
beamed. “Hello, lambie. I’ve just rented the guest 
room, including breakfasts, to the O’Leary family.” 

The two males stood up. Gran introduced us. ‘‘ Mr. 
Steven O’Leary and his son, Binky—-my  grand- 
daughter, Tracy.” Gran flicked me a look that meant, 
Behold your flat silver, lambie! 

“Hi, Tracy,” the small, impish O’Leary said. “You 
any relation to Dick?” 

“My son is referring to the comic strip hero,” the 
tall O’Leary said, cool as ice cubes. 

The elder O’Leary wasn’t bad-looking in a lean 
tense way. And his child was like him even to his 
taffy-colored hair and the way it tufted stubbornly on 
top, even to the pile of chips on his thin little shoulders. 
Binky differed from his parent, however, in the 
friendly you’ll-do look he gave me. The parent didn’t 
like me. His tawny eyes darkened and narrowed with 
the way he didn’t like me. 

I said to Binky, “I’m Dick Tracy’s cousin once 


removed. Removed from the funnies.” Binky grinned, 
and we clicked like the key in a well-oiled lock. 

But there was no clicking with his father as I said 
to him, “Our guest room isn’t very large. How many 
are there in your family?” 

He replied swiftly, “Just the two of us.” With a 
slight but maddening shrug, he added, “If we're 
troublesome, we'll evict quietly.” 

“Tracy!” Gran fairly exploded. ‘What in the 
world! Why, Mr. O’Leary is going to pay us $70 a 
month.” She began to check on her fingers. “That 
would be more than $200 by June.” 

“All right!” I surrendered violently. 

Over the radio a soft-voiced baritone was confiding 
he was “. . . in the mood for love.” And the small 
O’Leary yanked up his brown socks and said matter- 
of-factly, “I’m hungry.” 

“Of course you are,” Gran cried. “Every boy 
She turned to me. “Open that 
box of chocolate cookies, Tracy, and fix a glass of milk 
and there are doughnuts in the bread box.” 

Binky’s father put a lean brown hand on his son’s 
bare knee. 

“Say no thank you,” he prompted. 

“No, thank you,” Binky said. 

But his lower lip wobbled and I couldn’t bear it. | 
jumped up from the arm of Gran’s chair, and grabbed 
his hand and hauled him up from beside his iron-man 
father and straight out to the kitchen. 

Our kitchen is a gay room. Red and white cup- 
boards, red and white gingham curtains, neat little 
pots of geraniums on the window sills and red and 
white linoleum on the floor. Binky perched on the 
tall red stool that Gran and I use when we wash the 


starves at bedtime.” 


dishes. I set out the milk, doughnuts and cookies, and 
watched him take the edge off his starvation. 

“Steve,” Binky offered on a mouthful of doughnut, 
“doesn’t like me to be a bother to people.” 

“You won’t be a bother to Gran and me,” | 
promised, 

“1 bothered Aunt Clara,” he said, and with a note 
of pride. “I lived with Aunt Clara while Steve was 
overseas ...and [ bothered her awful.” He 
downed an enormous swallow of milk, and asked, 
“*Aren’t you kinda young to get married?” 

I laughed. “You'll get on with the women, Binky! 
I’m pushing 23.” 

“Gosh!” He looked shaken. “I’m nine. But”—he 
gave me an encouraging nod—‘‘you’re not as old as 
Steve. Steve’s really old. He’s almost 30. And he says 
that’s older’n almost anybody.” .Binky pause: 
selected another doughnut and continued thickly, 
“Steve says he’s too old for girls. They don’t have 
any fun with him. And girls got to have fun. Like 
parties—and fur coats. Steve says that’s how girls 


” 
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Everything had a special niceness that 
afternoon. Steve proved to be at his best i) 
a wild-animal setting, and Binky and I ex- 
changed friendly insults with the monkeys. 


Illustrated by Scott Wood. 
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“hice 
\ormal 
Couple” 


by Mary Mack 


New York’s all agog over an 
unpretentious new-style pair 
from Hollywood: Canadian-born 
Hume Cronyn and his wife, the 
English actress Jessica Tandy 


4 
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Jessica Tandy as Blanche du Bois, the 
woman who has gone to pieces; in the 
new Broadway smash hit, “A Streetcar 
Named Desire,” by Tennessee Williams. 


2. 


Afternoon at home in their New 
York apartment: Jessica in the 
simple blouse-and-skirt outfit she 
likes, Hume taking time off from 
the manuscripts his producer 
friends keep asking him to read. 


HIS SEASON Broadway’s got something different 

to talk about: Two people who never won a 

beauty contest or popularity poll, who never 

starved in Hollywood while waiting for success, 

who wouldn’t know how to put on a temperament 
display except under stage directions, and who can 
follow their separate ways in the same business, yet 
remain completely unjealous of each other. Colum- 
nists interview them and report their findings in a 
tone of surprise. Restaurant patrons look across the 
supper tables and are heard to remark, “‘ You mean the 
short guy with the long nose, and the little woman with 
the ashy blond hair? Are they the Hume Cronyns? 
Why, they don’t look like stage people at all—just a 
nice normal couple!” 

It’s this, of course, which makes Jessica Tandy and 
her husband rather special news—this added to the 
fact that she is the acknowledged top star of New 
York’s theatrical season, and that her magnificent 
portrayal of a woman in dissolution in “Streetcar 
Named Desire,” will probably mean a run as long as 
“Harvey,” if not “Tobacco Road.” Because they are 
a nice, normal couple with all the responsibilities the 
phrase indicates, they’ve already spent X number of 
hours arguing whether to sell or rent their house in 
Hollywood, when to bring the three children east, 
where to find a big enough apartment for the whole 
menage without breaking the bank, what schools to 
choose, and, in short, how to reorganize the Cronyn 
family life in view of this sudden brilliant success 
which one of the pair has achieved but which both 
have worked for. 

For the story of the Cronyns, ever since their 
marriage in 1941, is a record of mutual interests and 
teamwork to improve their art. English-born Jessica 
had already mastered a wide variety of roles on the 
London stage—including Ophelia in John Gielgud’s 
Hamlet—and had crossed the Atlantic several times 
to play in shows on Broadway, and, once, to go on a 
cross-Canada tour with Maurice Colborne and Barry 


Jones. Canadian-born Hume had spent 10 years in 
the theatre—some of the most valuable of them on the 


“jitney circuit” in the States—before the movies dis- 


covered his adaptability in character parts. When they 
set up their joint domicile in Hollywood, there were 
always plenty of jobs for each (though they've only 
played together in two pictures—as husband and wife 
in “The Seventh Cross,” and father and daughter in 
“The Green Yeats”), and the future could have 
stretched on, duplicating a moderately successful 
past that had given them a spacious, charming house 
in Brentwood, a swimming-pool, a well-stocked library 
and an impressive collection of modern French paint- 
ings. But, for the Cronyns, who have an enormous 
zest for hard work, that was hardly good enough, 
Both had decided that Jessica wasn’t making any 
significant progress. Minor or secondary roles, which 
are all that Hollywood can offer, in most‘cases, to an 
actress who is well past her teens and fails to measure 
up to the publicity man’s specifications for face and 
figure, gave little scope; and sometimes’ they were 
deadly monotonous. She was, in short, in.a state of 
doldrums. If Hume hadn’t stepped forth with a sug- 
gestion, she might still be 3,000 miles west of Broad- 
way, brooding gloomily on what movie-typing does to 
a conscientious talent. 

Why not, he asked, take time off for a refresher 
course at the “Actor’s Lab,” the little theatre in 
Hollywood where professionals perform, at no salary, 
in order to broaden their experience and improve theit 
style? And—by jove, here’s an idea—how about doing 
one of Tennessee Williams’ short plays—one of the 
batch Hume had bought an option on, and had been 
carrying around in his pocket for at least a year? 
“And I'll direct the show myself!” he wound up, 
realizing that one such project at the Actor’s Lab 
could further both their ambitions. 

That was more than a year ago. When the long 
careful rehearsals were over, and the cast burnished to 
a high polish in their parts, Hollywood began buzzing 
with the discovery that Jessica Tandy could do a lot 
more than play a supporting role in “ Forever Amber.” 
Critics and theatre folk came away from the workshop 
theatre nodding their heads sagely and agreeing that 
here was the ideal feminine lead in a Tennessee 
Williams’ play. From that moment it was almost { 
inevitable that Jessica’s name would be the first 
mentioned, even way down east in New York, whet 
the Williams’ script for “Streetcar” was being studied 
for production. + Continued on page 9 
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Each Campbell’s Soup brings you good eating 
and sound nourishment... value for your 
food budget 


With food prices what they are, it’s a good time to get 
better acquainted with the Campbell’s Soup section at 
your grocer’s. There’s valuable help here for many of your 
meal plans. When you select your family favorites among 
the 21 Kinds, you'll find it also pays to go exploring— 
to try some Campbell’s Soups you’ve never tasted before. 
With all the good meats and vegetables and other fine 
things that go into them, they’re always delicious, 
always nourishing—always grand value! 
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Made by Campbell’s in Canada 
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JELLO Days 
nyo Here Again / 


It’s more than a whispering campaign — it’s a glad shout 
that welcomes the return of famous, favorite 

Jell-O to grocer’s shelves! House- 
wives have waited a long time, 
to be able to have regularly 
the interest and economy 
and convenience of Jell-O 
—and now you can 
again serve tempting, 
colorful Jell-O when- 
ever you like. Enjoy 
all seven wonderful 
“locked-in” flav- 
ors! Serve them 
plain, or in such 
thrilling ways 

as we suggest 

here or on the 





















A Product of 
General Foods 


SPECTACULAR, 
THAT’S WHAT IT IS! 


Easy, too! Make up any 
flavor of red Jell-O, using 
half water, half fruit 
juice. Chill 1 cupful in 
8 x 4 inch pan; cut in 
cubes. Whip remainder, 
adding 24 cup fruit. 
Alternate whipped and 
cubed Jell-O in serving 





bowl. (If you use pine- 
apple in this or any 
Jell-O dish, be sure it is 
cooked or canned.) 


SALADS THAT DO DOUBLE DUTY 


Dessert and salad in one! Refreshing 
—and truly delightful. 
(Left) Lemon Jell-O 
with Waldorf additions 
(diced apple, celery, 
nuts if desired. (Right 












above) Raspberry Jell-O 

chilled in shallow pan—cut in 
squares—topped with cheese- 
stuffed peach halves. Serve on 
lettuce or cress, with a favorite 
sweet dressing. 


Whats -found only in Gelk 0 ? 
That "locked-in" Jell-O Flavor! 


J-418M 


Jell-O is a trade-mark owned by 
General Foods, Limited 


The Time Being 
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Continued from page 21 


dining room at all, the living room had 
canvased walls and a fireplace. And the 
bedroom had cross ventilation. Among 
their possessions was a console radio- 
phonograph—an important item of 
furniture; a pair of really good Pembroke 
tables. The sofa and chairs had down 
cushions. There were two white Meissen 


to 


plates in racks, for she had begun 
have a taste for porcelain. And on the 
mantel stood a Staffordshire cow, circa 
1830, which he had given her last 
Christmas. 

They leased the 
fifteen hundred a year. She earned sixty 
a weck in the office of a wholesale liquor 
firm with offices at Fifty-seventh and 
Fifth. He earned four hundred and 
twenty a month at a bank farther up 
Everything was 


apartment tor 


town on Madison. 
jogging along nicely. 

Except for his nervous stomach, they 
both enjoyed good health. 

They had been married for eight years 
and had over six thousand dollars in 
their joint bank account; to say nothing 
of bonds and their insurance, premiums 
always promptly 
paid. In the winter 
she bought one 
really good suit. 
And in the summer 
one really well-con- 


RAIN WATER 


chore. For that matter, he thought, 
the people in the room, those waiti: 
empty-eyed to be served, and tho 
already bent over their plates, were li} 
work animals at the trough aft: 
the day’s toil, waiting patiently to | 
fed or masticating soberly, gleeless. 

“Know what happened today,”’ s! 
said. “Ruth.” He waited for her t 
explain. “Tom left her. Just like that 

“Hmmm. Tom,” he said stupidly. 

“You don’t appear very shocked,” 
she accused him. 

He shrugged, showing her his lack oj 
interest. 

But she was interested. In fact sh 
began to work up quite a hot little ange: 
against Tom. “Almost without warning, 
he left her. And imagine, only a week, 
only a week, mind you, after she'd 
gone ahead and signed their lease for 
another two years. She’s frantic,” 
she ended. 

“About Tom’s leaving—or about the 
lease ” he asked, 

“Don’t be funny.” 

The waiter offered them a menu from 
Without 
looking at it they ordered ice cream. 

“Speaking of leases,” she said, “that 
You forgot to sign ours 

this morning. Now 
it'll have to wait till 
Monday. Monday’ll 
be the first of Oc- 
tober >. .” 


October. October 


which to choose dessert. 


reminds me. 


sidered print. In 
that way her ward- 
robe rotated ‘from 
year to year nicely. 
Because he was 
slender afd of a 
good height and, 
as she said, pos- 
sessed a certain care- 
less chic, his ready- 
to-wear suits really 
appeared to be cus- 
tom tailored. Every- 
thing was fine. 


THEY HAD fin- 


ished the soup and 


By R. H. GRENVILLE 


A country mother 
Tells her daughter 
That magic lurks 
In sky-born water. 


A country woman 

Likes to try 

Her linen washed 

With a dash of sky. 


And many a girl, 
Since Eve was gay, 
Has proved the sense 
Of the country way. 


By washing each curl 
To a cloudy feather 
In a fragile essence 
Of April weather. 


in New York, the 
month of removals 
and decisions, the 
month when leases 
expire and new ones 
are taken up, when 
it seems that half 
the population of 
Manhattan is chang- 
ing addresses, shift- 
ing the accoutre- 
ments sometimes 
only around acorner 
like crowds of 
pigeons seeking a 
more comfortable 
ledge. He had come 


were now toying 
with the salad. 

“You've got the silences again,” she 
said. 

“I know better than to say anything 
when you’ve come from the hairdresser,” 
he smiled. 

“I noticed this morning for the first 
time that you’ve got grey in your hair,” 
she said in a flat voice, that voice in 
which one would say, “I notice the rug is 
wearing thin.”” He heard an overtone of 
impatience in her words, as if it were a 
failing in him, something supine in 
him, that he should submit to processes 
of the years. Apart from that grim 
expression that suggested she took life 
as a very sober business, she wasn’t 
No grey in her 
gleaming hair, no lines about the 
meticulously rouged mouth. Perhaps 


that sheen he used to marvel at, that 


wearing thin at all. 


glow of teeth and eves and skin was less 
with her now, noticeable mostly in the 
mornings, rubbed off by the time they 
met at dinner. Nevertheless, she didn’t 
seem to be fraying anywhere at all. And 
this fact, in itself, served to exaggerate 
his own sense of frayedness. 

Now they were mutely occupied with 
knife and fork on the entree. They ate, 
he thought, dutifully, as if eating were 
just another item in the list of “Things 


To Do Today,” 


another necessary 


to dread October as 

a lonely man dreads 
Christmas. He hardly knew why. Unless 
it was that the dates affixed to leases 
that lopping off of such big lumps of 
time in such cavalier fashion—dis- 
turbed him, gave him a feeling of being 
robbed. 

She spooned her ice cream unenthu- 
siastically. “Poor Ruth,” she said. 
“She’s almost 40...15 years of 
marriage, and pfuff! ! Nothing.” 

‘It wasn’t much of a marriage. Just 
two working people with a common 
domicile.” 

“Well, there were 15 years of it, and I 
call that much. Ruth did everything for 
him, absolutely everything . . .” 

““Except to make him feel like a man.” 

She looked at him narrowly, specula- 
tively. 
have quit work and depended on him.” 
She didn’t give him time to re ply. “And 
who would have tided them over whil 
he changed from job to job?”’ He didn’t 
want to argue. “‘She had to work, didn’t 
she? Else how could they have lived as 
they were accustomed?” 


“You mean, of course, she shou! 


““Maybe an unaccustomed way would 
have been better in the long run—for 
Ruth,” he answered quietly. 

“Just the same it’s a lousy trick,” s 
insisted stubbornly. “And now tl 


Tom’s on his feet | suppose he’s fou: 
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Lady: I can hardly believe my eyes! 


coat of shining armor 
for your floors...my lady” 





Lady: But floor polishing is hard work. 


Knight: Ah, but ‘tis true, my lady! That beau- Knight: Not with Old English, my lady. Just 


tiful floor is real, indeed, and Old 


spread it on and watch it dry. No 


English will keep it so gicaming, rubbing. No buffing. Before your 


lustrous, mirror-smooth—throug 


many a busy day. 
Lady: You don't know my family! 


very eyes, floors and linoleum take on 
new brilliance. And, best of all, this 
beauty worth a king’s ransom is yours 
for but a few pennies! 


Knight: Let them do their worst! That tough Lady: You've saved the day, Sir Knight! 


Old English finish scoffs at scuff marks 


From now on, it’s Old English No 


..and day-to-day dirt wipes up easily. Rubbing Wax for me! 


BEST BUY IN THE STORES—DOES MORE FOR YOUR FLOORS! 


Sold at leading stores throughout Canada. 


RD Stas 


NO RUBBING WAX 
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Old English 


No Rubbing Wax 
Paste Wax 
Cream Wax Polish 
Scratch Cover Polish 
Cleaning and Polishing Wax 
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gift umbrella! 


Du-Val offers you 


imported French and 


Swiss fabrics . . . 
colourful plaids, 


checks, stripes, borders 
and solid colours with a 
variety of distinctive, 


individually styled 
handles, 


il 
U 
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some young twirp who makes him fee! 
like a big shot.” 

““That’s natural.” He said it, in spite 
of himself. 

“What’s natural?” she demanded 
sharply. 

‘‘For a man to want to feel like a big 
shot.” 

They lapsed into an after-dinner 
silence, their coffee growing cold. She 
was first to rouse herself. “‘Well—shall 
we go?” 

ON THE street he suggested a movie. 
Her refusal was prompt. She had lots of 
things to do at home. “‘ Besides, weren't 


you at a movie this afternoon? | don’t 


see how you can stand so many movies.” 
There was a touch of scorn in her voice. 
He was, of late, grateful to the movies. 
There, swallowed in the dark, he could 
divest himself of personality as easily as 
of his overcoat. He had long ago ceased 
to chide himself for this indulgence. 
They walked briskly. She did not 
want to loiter. She 
was impatient to be 
home at her chores. 
What a whiphand 
the clock had over 


HOUSECLEANING 


ness Was all about. And the mo 
deepened as he thought how their su 
missiveness was multiplied by tl 
millions here in the city of desks ar 
elevators, battered by schedules ar 
clocks and the implacable sequence 
days and months and years. Oh! fo: 
clearing somewhere. 

“But there is a clearing somewhere,” 
he told himself. Impulsively, he look« 
up at the night sky as if to remind hin 
self it was still there. That afternoon, in 
the movie, it was with almost a surpris« 
that he had viewed on the screen a broad 
rocking ocean. Then, too, he had told 
himself, ‘But it does exist. It’s real.” 

Where was the exuberant keen young 
college man who had arrived in the city, 
uncertain of which staircase led to 
fortune, but so certain of his own legs? 

As they entered the lobby of the 
apartment house, he began to feel a 
tightening in his stomach as he per- 
formed each act as if by rote: Good 
evening to the elevator boy; stooping 
to draw out the 
Sunday paper from 
the pile; placing the 
change in the litt 
cardboard box; 


her, he thought as he By D. M. REID Good night as the 
walked beside her. elevator whirred to 
It was awful to Oh, I have a vision of fair delight, a stop. 


witness how obedi- 
white, 
ently she accepted 
it all. She didn’t, that gleam 

apparently, even And floors that 


ask to be happy any sheen. 


more. Even to con- 


Of a kitchen with walls of a dazzling 
Of windows that sparkle and mirrors 


display a glossy 


Losing no time, he 
first turned on the 
radio in the living 
room; then the read- 
ing lamp over the 
sofa; made sure he 


jecture about a pos- 
sible happiness, any 
time spent in wish- 
ing, in deviating 
from the schedule 
she judged, from her 
attitude, as a weak- 
ness, a backsliding. 
She didn’t ask to be 
let off from her dry 
monotonous | tasks. 
She asked only to be 
allowed to perform 
them on schedule. 
It seemed that even 


Yes, every room in my house must be 
Gay and charming for all to see 

No dust on the walls, no fingerprints 
No cobwebs or rolls of fluff or lint 


And I sit and dream of my lovely 
home, 

And the guests I will welcome when 
it is done 

But somehow or other I've found at 
last 

That without work this won't come 
to pass. 


Then out comes the pail, the soap, 
the mop— 

Till the whole job’s done I will not 
stop. 

But I pause to read, or, even worse, 


had cigarettes and 
an ash tray handy; 
then settled down 
with the paper. This 
was rote too. All 
these indulgences. It 
was as if he had to 
pamper his starved 
attention with all 
these things—news- 
paper, movies, ra- 
dio—as the diet is 
supplemented with 
the daily vitamin. 
He could hear his 


the time spent on 
her person, at the 
hairdresser’s, with 
her nails, all these away 
little duties women 


verse. 


Scribble down something like this 


So when that last cobweb is swept 


I fear I'll be old and withered and 


wife moving busily 
about, turning down 
the beds. 

In an advertise- 
ment in the travel 


' grey : : 
perform upon them- And this is the way my dreaming section a steamship 
selves, were all done ends— company invited 
for the wrong rea- When the housecleaning’s done, those who were fac- 


sons, with the wrong 
attitude, performed 
really as if they were 
tasks demanded by society, not rituals 
to make her person more attractive. 

They turned at the usual corner and 
crossed the street. They crossed befor« 
continuing up Madison as if obeying a 
compulsion to walk always on the sam« 
side of the street, as a plow hors« 
coming from the fields chooses always 
the same route back to the barn. 

Now, without a word, they turned into 
the lending library. He waited while she 
went back to scan the fiction shelves. 
On a table near at hand he picked up a 
copy of “Peace of Mind.” He thumbed 
through it, slyly, looking up every now 
and then, furtively, dropping it instantly 
as she approached, wondering as h« 
did it, why people are so ashamed to 
confess that their souls need tutoring. 

Out on the street again the October 
feeling came over him, that mood of 
recapitulation, of asking himself wher 
they were heading, and what the brisk- 


will I have any friends? 


ing winter to come 
to the Barbados 
where there would 
be coconuts and flowers; again he thought 
of the rocking seas he had seen in the 
movie that afternoon. 

The water was running in the bath- 
room, She would be now rinsing out her 
gloves and stockings. 

He saw the angled furniture, the room 
done in two colors with an absolute 
rigidity. Only the porcelain cow on the 
mantel was piebald, standing in stif! 
green, its wide unfocused eyes staring 
with vegetative calm. 

He turned back to the paper, staring 
again at a crude sketch Of a nativ 
woman of the Barbados. Rising, he went 
to the desk for a pair of scissors. Ther 
on the top of the desk was the thick, 
folded lease, in duplicate. He ignored 
it. Finding the scissors, he went back 
and began meticulously cutting out t! 
advertisement and sketch of the Bar- 
bados. 


She had appeared now in a pit 


Pe ed ee ee ST eae 





i a atta he 











se- 
vel 
hip 
ted 
ac- 
me 
dos 
uld 
ht 
the 


th- 
her 


om 
ute 

the 
stifl 
‘ing 


ring 
tive 
vent 


ners 


HICK, 
red 


ACH 


tl 


Bar- 


Dit . 


5 ay a gastos ARS AE PR ESS aE: REE RMS ARS a ag Rab Dg had a DEGREE 


Chatelaine, April, 1948 41 


IN VENICE~ a tHind. kin 









. ll ce! s fe . ; 3 tit e — 

S felt Like a movie ston! On the Piagga Right im lront of te Doger Palace, Jim took both my 
Bam Manco, am italian I'd met, came wp and hamdo,"Mm-m-sokt” he daid."Maybe there homethung 
kussed my hand. dim (Hus Amenicam boy) said, to kissing a girls hand" It just shows...l was smant to 
“Pretty silly, this Ramd-leissing: But Later... use Jergen» Lotion amd keep my hamds nice. Because. 
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Look what happened! One dreamy 
moonlight night in a gondola, Jum 
Aad he neatly Loves me."Never Let © 
amy other mam kiss your danling : 
hamds,"he paid. Theyne wume now 
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: And-Gh., four soft Ion Keep my hamds for Doctors’ wisdom. Many doctors use 
him. lee alurouys use dengens Lotion. 2 special ingredients for skin-beautifying; 


Instantly soothes chapping. You help prevent 
unattractive chapped hands by 





Lucky for you there’s Jergens — more effective both those fine ingredients are in your regular use of Jergens Lotion. Still 10¢ / 

than ever today. Due to recent research, Jergens Lotion today. to $1.00. Never oily; no stickiness. 

your hands are even softer now, deliciously smoother Movie Stars, too—what’s their experience? USED BY MORE WOMEN THAN ANY / 

with Jergens Lotion care. Protects longer, too. The Stars, 7 to 1, use Jergens Lotion. OTHER HAND CARE IN ALL THE WORLD f if 
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For the Softest, Adorable Hands, use Jergens Lotion SS Lesion 
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SOS cleans pots and pans 


REG U S PAT OFF 


quick as a wink 


the kitch 


at 


di — Moisten S.0.S. 
in water. No bother, no 
waste —the soap’s right 


in the pad. 


rub — Quickly, easily— 
scorched food, grease, 


stains melt away. 


FinS@ —There’s your 
shine! Like new, like 
magic—and no other 
cleanser needed! 


5.0.8. Mjg. Co. of Canada Lid., 
Toronto, Ont. 





en sink 


%& S.O.S. cleans and 
polishes aluminum — 
removes rust and grime 
from tools, golf irons and 
metalwork around the 
house or on your car. 

Try it—there’s no other 
cleanser quite like S.0.S.! 


84 






dressing gown, her hair covered with a 
tight black net. At the desk he heard her 
turning the stiff pages of the lease. 
“Dear,” she called, ““now w hile we think 
of it...” She was holding the pen 
for him. 


SWELLING, pounding, surging, came 
a blind, irrational fury. He sat still 
while it climbed until it pounded behind 
his eyeballs. He fought against it but 
was powerless. He could only suffer it 
and wait for it to pass. 

“Dear . . .” she repeated. 

In spite of himself he spoke. “You 
never rebel, do you?” 

“Rebel?” she asked innocently. “At 
what?” 

“This.” He rose, letting the clipping 
and papers scatter on the sofa. “Where 
are we heading anyhow? Do you ever 
ask yourself that?” 

“Where is anyone heading?” she 
countered, smiling. “The grave, | 
guess.” : 

She sat still, her forehead knotted. 
But she wasn’t really thinking hard 
about it. She was merely waiting for the 
storm to pass. 

“People do live in the meantime,” he 
tried to tell her. “Not this stingy, 
inorganic existence . . . It’s like having 
a whole set of muscles and not using 
them ... like having a great big 
house and huddling in one room.” Her 
air of submission infuriated him. “Why 
do people let themselves get fogged up 
like this? The thought of signing up for 
another three years in this place is like 
signing up for a prison sentence. The 
same routine. The same streets. What's 
chaining us here?” 

“Everybody does the same.” 

“The heck they do. The world would 
come to an end if it depended on people 
like us.” He laughed. “‘Why, we’re a 
species all our own. You and me. And 
the Ruths and Toms. . .” 

She stirred at that. ‘““There’s always 
that little question of money,” she 
reminded him acidly. 

He assured her that though a man was 
no great shakes at money-getting it was 
quite possible to live a good life, a full 
life. To prove it he named a half 
dozen men in his office who had homes 
and back yards and were sending child- 
ren through school. 

“We're doing the best we can for the 
time being . . .”’ she said defensively. 

“The Time Being. In the Time Being 
things happen to us. Did you ever think 
of that?” he demanded. “You're not 
getting any younger, you know. You’r 
30. If I were a woman 

“Yes ... 1f you were a woman,” 
she challenged. 

“We're paying dearer than you 
realize for this . . . this parking space,” 
he flung at her as he turned and left the 
room. 

From the bathroom came the sound 
of a spoon in a glass. 

“T might have known,” she said when 
he reappeared. “You're always dis- 
gusted when your stomach is upset.” 

“Did it ever occur to you my stomach 
is upset because I’m disgusted?” He 
marched past her into the hall. 

“Where are you going?” she followed 
him. 

“To a movie.” Picking up his hat, he 
adjusted it before the hall mirror. 
Looking hard at himself, he muttered, 
“It’s the daily living that counts.” He 
gave a mirthless laugh. ‘My daily 
life is showing.” He yanked at the 


brim of his hat. “That'll fix it. Jaunty 
eh?” 

She was crowded against him in th 
narrow hall. ‘‘Now that you've let of 
your poisons, you’re going out. No 
you’ve shattered my Saturday ever 
Ing e 
He ignored her, still watching himse! 
in the mirror. “The only bold thin; 
about me is my necktie.” 

“Stop picking yourself to pieces . 
it’s degrading.” 

He moved past her to the door 
“Movies,” she said, “movies, ..” he 
hand on his arm as if to detain him. 

He flung open the door and looked at 
her. “Your daily life is showing too,” hi 
said. 

“Just like a man... oh! so brav 

picking a quarrel and then the 
usual masculine gesture Of putting on 
the hat and going out,” she called afte: 
him from the door, hugging her robe 
about her. But he gave no indication 
that he heard. 
waiting before the clevator door, his 
face set, looking like a man on his way 
to work. 

She turned back into the now curi- 
ously silent apartment. She looked at 
the clock and, turning off the hall light 
hesitated among the many things she 
had planned to do this evening. Mech- 


He stood pat iently 


anically, she went to the sofa and began 
to rearrange the thick scattered news- 
papers. Picking up the scissors, she 
paused, glancing at the advertisement 
of the Barbados with its sketch of the 
turbanned native woman that he had so 
neatly cut out. She sat down on the edge 
of a chair, her spine stiff, staring 
thoughtfully at the clipping. She, who 
lived to such rigid schedule, sat there 
squandering the long still minutes. Then 
she went to the window and for a 
long empty time gazed down into the 
walled and treeless street where a man 
went striding along the straight implac- 
able pavements, headlong toward a 
movie, any movie, hurrying to be rid 
of himself for an hour or two. 


IT WAS one o’clock when he returned 
to find her sitting with an air of unaccus- 
tomed leisure in the living room with a 
book she was trying to read. The hairnet 
had been removed. He was surprised, a 
little shy even, before all the fractured 
habits. Yet pleased, withal, for an 
inhibited smile could be detected in the 
muscles of his cheeks. 

She stood in the bedroom door watch- 
ing him as he sat on the edge of his bed 
winding his watch, clad in striped 
pyjamas whose flippancy so illy matched 
his tired face. 

“T’ve been thinking.” She sent out a 
tendril of friendliness. 

“That makes two of us.” 

She moved toward him and sat down. 
“l’ve been giving myself hell.” He 
looked at her suspiciously, a little on 
guard. “‘You’re so right, dear.” She put 
her hand on his knee. “‘We can do better 
than this. Wewill, We aren’t Ruths and 
Toms.” They sat side by side, staring 
down at the carpet. “ Everything will be 
all right if only we don’t do our thinking 
separately,” she said gently. They 
looked steadily at each other. ‘Don’t 
you see? It hurts so much to know you 
do all that thinking on your own, never 
letting mein...” 

He slipped an arm around her. “What 
gripes me is when I think you're satis- 
fied with all this. That’s -what gripes 
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Mothers! HereS an important new development in infant feeding 


Swift Canadian presents: 
Meats for Babies—Meats for Juniors 
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Belt aeiase 


At last, body-building MEATS 
are specially. prepared— 
strained for young babies, 
diced for older babies 
—ready to heat and serve! 


soy 


pot 5: eae 


In just 25 years the science of infant feeding has made 
tremendous strides. Today’s baby is no longer fed milk 
exclusively. He gets a variety of vegetables, fruits and 
cereals at an early age—to nourish him better. Meat, of 
course, is a natural extension of baby’s diet. Until now, 
the difficulty of preparing meat properly has kept it out 
of most babies’ diets. But with specially prepared Swift's 
Meats for Babies and Juniors, it’s easy to feed your baby 
a nutritious variety of 6 protein-tich meats: beef, lamb, 
pork, veal, liver and heart. They're all ready to heat and 
serve... come in either strained form for young babies 
or diced form for older babies. 

Remember, Mother, babies grow so fast they need 
3 to 4 times more protein, proportionately, than adults! 
Meat is one of our finest sources of complete, high-qual- 
ity proteins (containing all the essential amino acids). 
In addition, meat furnishes baby with important B vita- 
mins for sound development and iron that helps build 
good red blood. 

Ask your doctor when to start your baby on Meats for 
Babies or Meats for Juniors. Your grocer has them now. 
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Dry Skin Cleansing Creom - $1.25 
Foundation Cream - $1.00 

English Complexion Cream - $1.25 
Make-up Base - $1.25 

Skin Food - $1.25 


English Complexion Powder - $1.00 
elamiwak BEAUTY PREPARATIONS BY YARDLEY 


Liquefying Cleansing Cream - $1.25 OF LONDON 
Toning Lotion - $1.00 
Lipstick - $1.25 
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“*But how can you think I am? You 
know I’m not.” 

“When I think you're satisfied, I feel 
separated from you, as if you, too, are in 
league with all the bright, hardboiled 
city . . . and I’m the only odd one.” 

The wall had really rolled away now. 
“It’s just that while we lay out these 
three-year plans we forget to charge up 
the depreciation—to 
pense Ss are 


oneself, the ex- 
to love.”’ As he looked down 
at her now, reading her face, he felt that 
they had been granted a reprieve. “ Let’s 
go away. Let’s pick up our tent,” he 
said impulsively. 

“Where? The 
archly. 


Barbados?” she said 
She had that luminous glow 
again in her eyes, on her skin. 

He laughed. It was funny now. “We 
could go to California. I have a dozen 
men there who'd be glad to prospect 
for me.” 

Something so simple as a cottage with 
a yard and an outdoor barbecue, a 
couple of dogs, a kid, would give them a 
new perspective on life, he told her. Just 
to be aware of the simple things like 
weather and sun. Eking out your life in 
the cell of a city apartment was like 
wasting your birthright. It was all 
there, the sun, the soil, the rocking sea. 
That was what tormented him most, 
knowing it was there and they weren't 
even reaching out their hands for it. It 
was worse than wastrel. Actually they 
were free, weren’t they? 

Even as he talked the conviction of 
their essential freedom was borne in 
upon him. They seemed to have been 
living in utter ignorance until now. Like 
an epiphany it was to know at last that 
you weren’t chained at all. He became 
drunk with the idea. He knew a feeling 
of gratitude. It was like a conversion, a 
windfall, as if one were gifted and had 
only suddenly discovered his talent. He 
interrupted himself suddenly, “I’m 
hungry...” 

Together they went into the kitchen 
where he broiled the bacon and she 
fried the eggs. “*To have a tremendous 
kitchen,” she dreamed as they bumped 
against each other. They ate ravenously. 

Of course, he continued, geography 
hadn’t been to blame at all. It was their 
own sheepishness. But they were so 
rooted now, a dramatic wrench was 

needed to help them slough off all the 
Fold habits. “But you're sleepy 
® She was leaning her elbows on the table, 

ther chin in her hands, her eyes drowsy. 

For a moment he knew a disappoint- 
i ment, then glancing at the clock saw it 
© was almost three. “We can sleep all day 
| tomorrow, if we like. Tomorrow we 
won't do any of the things we always 
5 on Sunday. We'll sleep till after- 


” 
5 noon. 


« T THEY didn’t sleep until after- 
noon. At nine-thirty she had _ his 
Sbreakfast waiting for him. While he 
Mate, he could hear her busy steps as she 
os mptied ash trays and - ade beds. 
> “What’ll we do today?” he asked. 
» ‘“Well—I really should call on Ruth 
Spometime. Then | suppose we could 
ye an early dinner.’ 
“Not Priscilla’s,” he 
Baily. ‘Let’s go for a 
‘pfternoon.” 
= She stood in the door, 
et ally a lot to do here,” she 
Beg gan, then observing his face cloud up, 
ge laughed. “All right, all right. We'll 
Bo for a walk.” 


It was four o’clock when they arrived 
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long walk this 
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around 
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at Ruth’s. Ruth looked strangely un- 
familiar in a hostess gown. Seeing Ruth 
without her trim tailored suit was like 
seeing an intimate who habitually wore 
glasses without them. She looked naked. 
Her angular face, the taut cords of her 
neck, seemed to speak in her behalf, 
saying she had always tried very hard, 
indeed. 

She offered them a cocktail. She was 
being manly about it all, the brave stoic. 
Quite the kindest thing he could say to 
her was that she was being a whale of a 
good sport. 

*“*All I can say is,” Ruth told them, 
‘it’s lucky I’ve no kids.” 

She was shouldering the burden of 
where to move, since certainly she 
couldn’t afford this place alone. If she 
couldn’t sublet, she would have to get 
some woman to share it with her. Living 
with a woman, after all these years, | 
would be tough. The two women went | 
through the roster of likely women in 
their office. Ruth’s greatest difficulty | 
seemed not to be the losing of her hus- | 
band but rather the rearranging of her | 
domestic habits. He felt a twinge of pity | 
for her. 

“Did you ever think of getting out of | 
New York?” he asked her. 

“Lord, no. What would I do out of 
New York?” The idea was patently 
absurd. “‘New York just ruins you for 
everywhere else.” He said nothing about 
their own plans. He had a superstitious 
idea that it was bad luck to talk about 
your good luck. 

After they left Ruth, they had an} 
early dinner at a restaurant in midtown. | 
She didn’t complain though the service | 
was slow, the duck they ordered mostly 
breast bone, and the salads even smaller | 
than Priscilla’s. He sensed, though, 
that she was growing restive. When the 
check came, she exploded, “It’s just 
ridiculous. The food’s inferior to 
Priscilla’s. And we’ve been here almost 
two hours.” She was anxious to get 
home and did not bother to hide 
They stood waiting for a bus and when 
one didn’t appear immediately she sug- 
gested a taxi. She was in that Sunday 
evening mood of speechless hurry that 
suggests the Monday morning atmos-| 
phere is already present. 

He turned on the radio in the living | 
room and opened the newspaper. It was| 
amazing how two people could avoid | 
conversation in the stricture of two|| 
small rooms. She was counting laundry | 
now and when she passed into the hall | 
to deposit the bundle, she gave him an 
apologetic smile. Then, rather furtively 
he thought, she went back to the bath- 
room where she was rinsing out glove 
and hose again. Then she was busy 
changing her handbag for Monday 
morning, making notes for the cleaning 
woman who came on Mondays. Though 
he knew these things must be done, 
they irritated him irrationally. But he 
did not speak because, for some vague 
reason, he was afraid to. 
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a cheese for every taste 
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Simple... 


Eggs with Rideau Sauce 


Biend 4 tablespoons flour, 44 teaspoon 
salt, ¢4 tablespoons melted butter. 
Gradually add 14% cups milk; cook, 
stirring constantly, until thickened. 
Add one 8-ounce package Ingerso/! 
Rideau Cheese, cubed; stir until 
Rideau melts. Add 4 teaspoon onion 
juice. Slice 6 hard-cooked eggs; alternate 
layers of egg slices and sauce in casse- 
role. Top with crumbs; brown under 
broiler. Sprinkle with paprika; garnish 
with egg slices. Makes 4 servings. 

































Showy... 


Shrimp Old Oxford Casserole 


Cook 4 cup washed, drained rice in 2 
tablespoons melted shortening until 
golden brown. Then simmer in 1 
cups water with 4 teaspoon salt until 
tender (20-25 minutes). Cook 44 pound 
well rinsed fresh shrimp (shells and 
veins removed) in 4 cup salted water 
for 3 minutes. Tinned shrimp may be 
used. Drain and reserve liquid. Melt 
1 tablespoon butter in saucepan; biend 
in 14% tablespoons flour. Add gradually 
4 cup shrimp liquid, 4% cup cooked 
tomatoes, stirring constantly. When 
thickened, add 2 teaspoons grated onion, 
4g cup grated carrots, \{ teaspoon 
Worcestershire sauce. Add shrimp; 
heat through. Put hot rice in casserole; 
cover with hot shrimp mixture; top 
with 4% package (4 ounces) /ngersoll 
; Old Oxford, sliced; place under broiler 
bod until browned. Makes 4 servings 





































STANDING WITH her hat on, she 
drank her coffee. She 
brushed, rested, brisk. 
You’re late.” 


looked smart, 
“Hurry, dear. 


They were crowded against each other 
in the hall, he fingering his pocket to 
make sure he had his key. It was then 
she opened her bag and took out the 
white crisp sheets and thrust them at 
him. “The lease, dear. Don’t forget 
today.” 

He said nothing. 


Let Ingersoll’s wonderful cheese variety take the 
worry out of what to serve for meatless meals. 
To brighten simple snacks. ..to flavor a 
showy main dish . . . nothing’s so pleasing as the 
genuine, natural flavors of Ingersoll Cheese. For 
over eighty years Ingersoll has been making the 
kind of cheese Canadians like . . . delicious cheese 
expertly blended. And don’t forget, there’s an 
Ingersoll cheese for every taste. 


INGERSOLL CHEESE Co, LTD, 


Undoubtedly she 
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Only Cashmere Bouquet 
gives you Now 


Eb face powder 
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adorns your skin with 


THE LOOK MEN LOVE 


His heart will sing . . . his lips search . . . when 
you wear Pink Mist—Cashmere Bouquet’s new, 
exotic face powder. Pink Mist is exciting .. . 
warm as an embrace . . . as intimate, personal 
as the moments you share with him. 


And you'll love the super-smoothness of Pink 
Mist . . . the way it goes on so evenly . . . clings 
for hours longer . . . the way it veils tiny skin 
faults—to make you look lovelier than ever. 


Matching Lipstick and Rouge—in this glorious Pink Mist 
shade . . . along with your Pink Mist Face Powder will 
give you all you need in bewitching makeup to make 
your romance “the sweetest story ever told”. 


CASHMERE BOUQUET 
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had deliberately chosen this hurried 
moment when there was no time for 
argument to present it to him. He 
permitted her to pass out the door be- 
fore him. In the elevator he said nothing 
other than good morning to the elevator 
boy. In the street she began to chirp 
about the weather. Possibly she should 
have worn her neckpiece. Wasn’t there 
a suggestion of fall in the air? He 
hugged his stubborn silence until they 
reached their usual farewell corner 
where she said brightly “ Priscilla’s?” 

She was there ahead of time, already 
seated at their table against the wall. 
The Filipino waiter came with two 
salads and waited for their order. That 
accomplished, she reminded him how 
much better Priscilla’s was than the 
restaurant of the night before. He let 
her talk until she said, ‘‘You’ve got the 
silences again. It’s getting chronic.” 

He could see she was attempting to 
control an incipient anger by chatting 
on about Ruth and her difficulties with 
her apartment. He sat wearing an 
enigmatic, remote smile. At last, she 
burst out nervously, “You're thinking 
separately again.” 

“Yes, I am,” he said. 

“It must be pleasant. You’re smiling.” 

“T was thinking about Ruth.” 

“‘She’s nothing to smile about.” 

“T was thinking how like her you'll 
be in a matter of 10 years.” 

“You're being difficult again.” 

He shrugged. “Speaking of Ruth, 
that reminds me.” He twisted on the 
hard banquette and reaching in his 
pocket took out the folded document. 
“T didn’t sign it,” he said flatly. He 
could see alarm and perplexity and 
impatience kindle in her eyes. “If you 
want to keep the apartment, you sign 
it. I don’t want it.”” He placed the lease 
beside her plate. “‘You look surprised,” 
he said coldly. “What did you think I 
was talking about Saturday night?” 

“I thought ... it was just... 

“A flight of ideas?” he asked. 

“T thought it was all about sometime 
oi 0-0 ET sos mR the Gates 

“No. I’m going to California.” He 
could see the tremor of her hand as she 
slowly laid down her fork. 

She was too stunned to feign pride. 
“But you can’t all of a sudden break up 
your life like this?” 

“T can,” he said simply. It sounded 
very brave, braver actually than he was. 
But her speechlessness, the look of awe 
on her face, was like applause and it 
encouraged him. 

All her briskness was gone now. She 
managed to say: “And what of me?” 

“Oh! you can keep the apartment if 
you like. If not, you can team up with 
Ruth.” Her face drained of color. She 
was spasmodically crushing her napkin 
in her fists. “This is what you want, 
isn’t it? To be one of these capable 
working women in their inveterate 
tailored suits that hang so well on their 
thin backs; remarkable for their effi- 
ciency in organizing their lives. Organ- 
izing their marriages too. Oh! dear, yes. 
Having a husband who takes up just 
enough of their lives. Someone to dine 
with; someone to share the rent so that 
they can have a better apartment, buy a 
better suit. Even an antique table here 
and there. And then, of course, the 
husband’s on hand too for that moment 
when of an evening at home: they feel 
like turning on the seraglio air and 
exercising their femininity. Uh uh!” he 
grunted inelegantly. “I’m not going to 


” 


sit around being prince consort t 
that...” He reached again into hi 
pocket. “I arranged at the bank t 
transfer the account into your name.’ 
He laid a bank book beside her plat 
“You'll have to sign up. That’s all.’ 

She looked as if she were going to b 
sick as she bent her head and fumble: 
clumsily in her bag. Mechanically, sh: 
began to rub her lipstick across her lips 
Her voice quaked as she muttered, “A| 
I can say is, it’s nice of you to choose a 
public place to tell me the big news...” 

“Well, it’s practically our own dinn« 
table, isn’t it?” he asked. 

She was picking up her bag and gloves 
now and easing her way out from behind 
the wall table. So pale she was, so large- 
eyed, he looked worriedly after her as if 
expecting her to totter as she moved 
through the maze of tables to the door. 

“No dessert?” The Filipino waiter 
asked, troubled. 

“No dessert. Just the check.” He 
picked up the bank book and the lease 
that she had forgotten beside her plate. 

He hesitated in the doorway. The 
familiar street, the cleaning establish- 
ment with its sewing machine in the 
window, the Blue Light Pharmacy across 
the street, seemed strange to him. He 
paused, as a stranger would, uncertain 
of which direction to take. Sure, it was 
going to be tough, he told himself. If it 
weren’t tough there wouldn’t be so 
many of them in chains. 


THEN HE saw her standing at the 
corner under the street lamp, her back 
toward him, the familiar silhouette, the 
squared shoulders, the delicate ankles 
balanced on the preposterously high 
heels; the large handbag gripped smartly 
under her arm; she was wearing the 
general air of impatience of those who 
are held up by the traffic light. But the 
light was green and still she stood. He 
waited while the light turned red—and 
green again—still she stood in that alert 
posture of simulated impatience, trying 
by her stance to give the lie to any 
loitering. 

He walked toward her with measured 
steps, which, surely, on the vacant 
pavement she must recognize. Taking 
her arm, without a word they proceeded 
to cross the street. They marched past 
the ranks of apartment houses, their 
footsteps echoing hollowly. 

Finally she began jerkily, “I haven't 
been feeling exactly like a cherished 
wife all these years.”” Her voice was an 
odd soprano. ‘You'd think I’d chosen 
this role...I can think of more 
interesting roles .. .” 

Roughly, he said, “If I didn’t love 
you, if I didn’t care what you be- 
come...” He felt her arm shuddering 
from the effort to restrain her sobbing. 
Her gloved hand clawed for his. They 
walked on until he saw the familiar 
awning. 

“We could sell all the furniture,”’ she 
said tentatively, 

“Okay.” 

“And keep the Staffordshire cow?” 

“Okay.” 

In the elevator she flattened herself 
against the back, chin down, rubbing 
off with her handkerchief the stains of 
eye make-up from her cheeks. All the 
way up he wondered if he was feeling 
particularly tall because the elevator 
seemed suddenly so small, or, on the 
other hand, if the elevator only seemed 
to have shrunk because he was feeling s0 
uncommonly tall. 
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Swim Suits by Rose Marie Reid 
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Fantasy in Fabric 


Bruck fabrics reflect the sultry beauty of a summer's day 


in glamorous sun fashions that flatter a golden tan... 
in drapery and upholstery fabrics designed to bring 


the warmth of summer to your home all year round. 


BRUCK MILLS LIMITED - Montreal and Toronto 


Bruck Fabrics are sold by the yard in leading stores everywhere. 








48 — Chatelaine, April, 1948 

















Coke 


Tender treat... made with MAGIC 


@ Soft as a cloud, light as a feather—Magic’s 
Cocoanut Cloud Cake! Piled high with a white delight 
of a frosting, showered with shredded cocoanut, 

it’s a dream dessert come true! 


All Magic-baked cakes are sure to be super-delectable 
with a lighter, more delicate texture—and a flavor 
that’s truly “dreamy”. Once you use Magic, you'll see 


why Canada’s leading cookery experts recommend 








COCOANUT CLOUD CAKE 


% cup shortening % tsp. sale 


1% cups sugar 1 cup milk 

3 eggs \% tsp. almond 

3 cups sifted extract 
cake flour 1 tsp. vanilla 


4% tsps. Magic extract 
Baking Powder Boiled Frosting 


Cocoanut 


Cream together shortening and sugar. Add 
eggs, 1 at a time, beating after each. Sift 
together flour, baking powder and salt; add 
alternately with milk to creamed mixture. 
Add vanilla and almond extracts. Pour into 
2 greased 9” layer pans. Bake in moderately 
hot oven, 375°F., 25 minutes. Cool 5 
minutes. Remove layers from pans; cool on 
wire rack. Spread frosting between layers 


Magic for finer baking results. Get Magic today. 


and on top and sides of cake. Sprinkle 
generously with cocoanut. 

Boiled Frosting: Boil together 1 cup sugar, 
\% cup water, and 1 tsp. vinegar to 238°F., 
(or until syrup spins long thread when 
dropped from tip of spoon). Beat 2 egg 
whites stiff; gradually add syrup, beating 
constantly until frosting holds shape. Add 
% tsp. vanilla extract. 
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ELL, the months are rolling along. 
The sugar maples have done their 
duty for another season, the 
forsythia’s in bloom, the birds 


are busy with their housing 
problem and April is washing the earth. 
Welcome, Spring! (But don’t put away 
your blankets just yet.) 


Some not-so-fresh cake in the 
house? Cut in slices, sprinkle each with 
sherry or fruit juice, top with a banana 
cut lengthwise in half and pour over all 
a custard or foamy sauce. Scatter with 
chopped nuts. Sometime, try diced 
candied orange peel in or over. 


Much water has flowed under bridges 
since my mother told me that once was 
enough to turn a pancake. 


Book of the month is the seed 
catalogue. If only my tomatoes would 
look like that, if my carrots would be so 
shapely, my lettuce so lush and my 
cabbages so hard-headed! My beets 
alone live up to expectations and why 
anybody would plant beets is what I’d 
like to know. Maybe some people like 
*em? 


Party politics: Smartest hostess | 
know behaves like a guest at her own 
parties. Secret is beforehanded atten- 
tion to detail, concentration on simple 
but mouth-watering refreshments. And 
no bottlenecks in the service—oh, well, 
you know what I mean. 


Friend of mine and seasoned tra- 
veler starts out on a trip with little 
pillows of soapflakes tucked into the 
toes of shoes and odd nooks and corners 
of her suitcase. Uses them one by one 
for hand-basin laundry. Good stunt. 


Nothing equals the air of superiority 
worn by the woman who is first in her 


_ neighborhood to finish spring cleaning. 
' Or by the man who gets his furnace 
* gone over, ahead of his fellows. 


& 


Somebody or other (not Mr. 


Petrillo, it wasn’t) has given with his 


3 opinion that jazz takes the rest out of 








restaurant and puts the din in dinner. 
Proving that great minds run in the 
same channel, 


Bright future is in store for your 
silver bangles and spangles if you go over 
them with a light wash of colorless nail 
polish, 


From Maria, my Central American 
friend, this suggestion: Slice 4% pound 
of sharp cheese in the bottom of a baking 
dish; beat 4 eggs with % cupful of 
cream; add salt, pepper, a pinch of 
mustard or a dash of Worcestershire for 
seasoning and pour over. Bake 40 
minutes or so. Slow oven. 


Maria devils eggs . . . sets them 
sunny side up in a shallow baking pan. 
Then she breaks up a few shrimps, 
sautés some mushrooms, scatters them 
over and douses the whole business in a 
rich cheese sauce. Reheats in a moderate 
oven 15 to 20 minutes. Out of this 
world, she tells me. Serve with a green 
salad, follow with a sweet. 


Ham and Easter go together like 
apple pie and cheese, or coffee and 
doughnuts. And eggs get a break. 


Buy yourself a pound of peanuts in 
the shell; remove their overcoats and 
underwear, then grind fine. Beat up four 
egg whites until stiff, fold in 1144 cupfuls 
of granulated sugar, add the ground 
nutmeats and blend. Spoon onto a 
greased cookie sheet. Bake in a slow-to- 
moderate oven, like any macaroon. 


Reminiscences of Guatemala: 
Sunrise over the hills that rim the city; 
sunsets behind .the three volcanoes 
Agua (water), Fuego (fire) and Acaten- 
ango at Antigua; the warmth of bright 
middays and the sudden crispness that 
calls for a sweater and a sun-downer; 
the eight-foot geraniums; the gay good 
humor and the beauty of Indian maids 
in the lovely costumes of their districts; 
the raspberry jam at San Rafael—best 
I’ve ever tasted; the hairpin turns of the 
roads and the breath-taking views along 
the way; the kaleidoscope of color in the 
markets; the spick-and-span drugstores 


that sell only drugs—and corn flakes; the 
marimba playing foot-tapping airs. 


Favorite tune of my favorite 
marimba was La Vaca Lechera — a 
“piece” about the cow that gave con- 
densed milk. 


If you can afford a nice chunk of 
lean bacon . . . and if you can come by 
a large can of apricots, you’ve got the 
beginnings of a scrumptious main course. 
Parboil the meat a few minutes, set in a 
roaster, cover with the fruit. Cook 
slowly. Serve with baked potatoes and a 
green. 


You can make warm friends with 
cool drinks. But you get the cold 
shoulder for a half and half. 


Fashion note: Ask Evelyn Kelly 
about the length of a skirt or the cut of a 
shoulder but take it from me that 
kitchen aprons are high style. Equally 





favored by Judy and the Colonel's Lady 
in this year of grace—and the H. C. of L. 


Try-thin slices of round steak lined 
with lean bacon, rolled, braised and 
served with gravy. 


No, Gladys, gin rummy doesn’t mean 
that you have to play it to the tune of 
tinkling ice cubes. You just play it, but 
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if you don’t play it any better than I do, 
don’t play it for money. 


Soup merger: Mix a can of pea soup 
with one of tomato; add a canful of milk. 
Puree Mongole this is. Top-notch for 
lunch. 


Meanest woman in 10) counties is the 
mother who refuses her youngster a lick 
of the spoon when she’s making a fudge 
icing. 


Well, if your mother never taught 
you how to make a stew, the High Cost 
of Living probably will. 


I'd like to transplant the peonies, 
but Milly, my treasure, won’t let me. 
What I put up with from that woman, 
on account of her lemon pies—and her 
green thumbs. 


Love your enemies doesn’t apply to 
cutworms or potato bugs. Or to moths. 


J 
ay it 


Bisicn x ate 





bbe 


Calla lilies and carnations live hap- 
pily together in a tall glass vase or china 
pitcher. Budding branches look nice, 
this time of year too. 


Travel is very broadening except to 
the purse, says the friend who gained 
12 pounds on her last trip. So don’t 
be too cross with Mr. Abbott and Co. on 
Parliament Hill. 














50 Chatelaine, April, 1948 





P.S. to good wishes 









= es 


FABRIC 


MADE (IN CANADA 
by 


DOMINION TEXTILE 


COMPANY LIMITED 
MONTREAL 


TOWELS * NOVELTY FABRICS » BROADCLOTHS 














\ nm 
| Cannot Tell 
Continued from page 22 


And then the kitten. The kitten was 
a brick, too. “Would you like a kitten?” 
he had asked. They were in the kitchen 
and breakfast was over, and she was 
wearing a yellow apron to match the 
marigolds on the table. It was like 
wearing a square of sunshine, wearing 
the apron that matched the flowers. 
“One of the men at the office offered m« 
a kitten, and I thought if you would 
like it—” 

Yes, of course she'd like a kitten! A 
kitten would be fun—watching it play- 
ing, watching it sitting gravely and 
But when he brough 


washing its face. 
the kitten, she couldn’t bear it. It was 
little and scratching and black, and it 
looked at her balefully out of yellow 
eyes, and she couldn’t bear it. She gave 
it away. She gave it away twice. And 


then she had to tell him she gave it away 


because every time he would find it and 
bring it home. “Some child must have 


stolen the kitten,”’ he said. “1 found it 


” 
+ 


down the street. 

“No,” she said. There was the tag 
again! Had she always said **No”’ like 
that? “i gave itaway. I don’t want _ 

“Why?” His eyes, 
dark behind thei 
looked a 
little angry when 
they looked enquir- 


glasses, 


BACKYARD DAWA 


don’t vou remember, Clyde? And I love 
to cook. And the dessert I fixed—yor 
alwavs liked icebox desserts. How slightl, 
do we confer with each other, at wha: 
CTOSS-PUTPOSES WE exchange words. 

“Would you like to go out, Clyde?” 
She turned so that she was looking at 
him — and the reflection, the woman I: 
the mirror, turned her back. And now 
he looked from the woman in the mirror 
to her. 

“Why, I thought it might save you 
some trouble,” he said. He came over 
to her, and his mouth curved gently, and 
he took her hand. “I think you have 
been troubled about something, Virginia. 
1 think you need to get away from 


” 


yours¢ lf. 

“Yes,” she said. How very kind he 
was to her, how thoughtful, how loving. 
And how handsome, how wonderful to 
choose her for a wife, she who had such 
slain brown hair and a skin that burned 
so easily. “I'll freshen up a bit,” she 
said. 

‘*There,” he said, and he leaned over 
her gently, and his cheek was cool 
“You'll be all right. It 


doesn’t matter about the house. We'll 


iwainst her own. 
nd another hous« o 

“Yes,”’ she murmured and felt pitying 
tears sting her eyeballs, tears for a man 
who could be so 
kind, so thoughtful 
to someone who was 


Lt 


o unkind, so un- 


reast mnable. 


ing. “Why? Did it By FRANCES FROST He went away 


scratch you?’ 

She shook _ her 
head. She should 
have said, Why I ing down 


The night's rain weighed the trees 
outside my window, 
but half a hundred birds were shak- 


once had an Uncle 
; awaken 
Jim who had a black 
cat and | was scared town 
to death of it. She 


should have said, | kitten, 


’ 
guess I’m just super- black as sin, came strolling down 


stitious about cats, the fence, 


darling. She should 
What? 
She didn’t know ence 

why she didn’t want 

the cat. She didn’t by swooping 
have any Uncle Jim; over his head 
she wasn’t supersti- keep 


: water, 
ha ve said 


tious. No reason at 
all, She just didn’t 


want the cat. 


turned music 
and no one in 
could sleep 


And now the 
house. The house 
was a brick, too. A hundred bricks. 
He drove the car into the garage and 


they got out and ‘went upstairs into 
their apartment. After the house with 
the sloping lawn, the apartment wa 
little and dark. He sat down tn the chair 
by the radio and turned on the lamp 
and picked up the paper and she went 
into the bedroom 

She went over to the mirror and stood 
and stared, but she didn’t see herself. 
For what was she herself? Not just a 
woman with brown hair and green eyes 
and a skin that burned and freckled too 
easily. She wasn’t just that. What was 
she she who alwavs said No, vho 
ilways displeased her husband? 

“Would you like to go out for dinner? 

He had come to the bedroom door and 
was looking at her reflection—past het 
shoulders into the mirror—at the 
woman in the mirror. (She was there 
between the m, between. the man who 
was her husband and the woman in the 
mirror.) 


There is a steak insthe refrigerator, 


raindrops and mirth and trying to 


with teetering song the Sunday-lazy 


Suddenly they hushed. A half-grown 


batted a bough and sneezed at leafy 


waiked on in well-assumed indiffer- 


The mischievous birds derided him 
He had his pride to 


he chewed a leaf and fled. The air 


the neighborhood 


then, and she could 
hear the radio. Not 
talking, not the 
news, but music. 
Soft, pleasant, din- 
ner music. Neat tidy 
music with each 
note trimmed and 
polished and drop- 
ped just so, 

She would wear 
the green dress then, 
He liked her in 
green. It made her 
hair brighter, he 
said, and her cyes 
greener. The dress 
would hang limply 
upon her and she 
would look like 
Olive Oyl in. sea- 
weeds rising up to 
meet Pop-Eye the 
Sailor. That fashionable. But Pop-Ey« 
loved Olive Ovl, and Clyde liked th 
green dre ss, and she would wear it. That 
and the green hat like a lily pad. 


THEY WENT down the stairs of the 
apartment house, she buttoning het 
gloves, concentrating on drawing the 
smooth leather over her hands. Wives 
ind husbands should be gay when they 
were going out together. Look, darling, 
this is like a date, our going out! Hou 
sweet of you to ask me, dear, when I was 
so nasty about not wanting the house. And 


ich a nice house, too. But there is some- 


ing wrong with me, darling—something 
that makes me do everything wrong. But 
what it is IT cannot tell. 

They went around the side of the 
apartment house to the long row of 

rages. How nice and shiny and neat 
their car was. Always ready for ust 
always ready for a trip, all polished an 
oiled and ready to run a thousand milk 
at a moment’s notice. 


“W ill you be 


warm enough 2” he 
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Enjoy Van Camp’s Red Kidney 
Beans as a delicious hot vegetable, 
or serve them cold in a salad that’s 
deliciously different. Van Camp's 
makes any meal a cook’s delight. 
They’re ready to serve... large, 
tender, red kidney beans—fairly 
bursting with the flavor, quality 
and nutrition you find in every 
Quick-Meal bearing the famous 
Van Camp’s label. 
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asked. “It’s a little chilly tonight.” 

Her coat was thick and heavy, but 
now she shivered a little. How easy she 
was to act upon suggestion—how re- 
sponsive! He helped her into the car, he 
settled her coat over her knees, and 
then he closed the door and went around 
and got in beside her. 

The car moved backward, smoothly, 
down the driveway and turned out upon 
the street. The car loved Clyde; it 
obeyed his slightest pressure—it would 
never say, I don’t like this street, it’s 
far too nice; I’ll go down a smaller, 
dirtier, smellier one. The car was even- 
tempered, free of complexes. 

“The Stevenson?” he said. 

“Oh, yes.”” The Stevenson was a nice 
hotel, the food was good, the people were 
pleasant. She would see several people 
she knew. The Andersons—Mrs. 
Anderson had such a nice sweet baby 
a year and a half old. The Beaucamps 

Mrs. Beaucamp was crazy about her 
husband, she loved him in public with 
her soft brown eyes. Sylvia Forrester, 
the divorcee with the beautiful skin and 
the full red mouth. Pete Baker, the 
newspaper man who was sharp-eyed and 
cynical. Oh, yes, the Stevenson would 
be nice, it would be interesting. She 
would love Clyde with her eyes, she 
would be happy and gay and charming, 
and next year she would have a baby 
like Mrs. Anderson’s baby. 

“Virginia,” Clyde said. They were 
going around by the river drive—it was 
longer that way, but it was prettier 
the way the road curved and the water 





I’m beginning to be a little worried 
about you. About the way you act. 
After your birthday I think maybe we 
ought to see a doctor, a psychoanalyst 
perhaps.” 


ig like a silver ribbon. “‘ Virginia, 


“Yes,” she said. In 10 days she would 
be 25, and she was worried too. Nowa- 
days you read so much of people being 
neurotic, of people being possessed by 
complexes, by something they did when 
they were children, of people who lost 
their minds. “I think maybe I’m just 
tired. I'll be fine. I thought maybe I’d 
take up something—like painting, or 
music, or something.” 

“The house,” he said. “You really 
didn’t find anything wrong with the 
house, did you?” 

She should hurry up and name some- 
| thing. She didn’t like the steep base- 
| ment stairs, she didn’t like being so far 
from neighbors—“‘No, Clyde,” she 
whispered. “It was a nice house. I 
didn’t find anything wrong.” 

It was dark, and she couldn’t see 
him, but he was frowning. She knew 
just how he was frowning, as if he were 
going over all her characteristics, her 
queer behaviors, and was sorting them 
out, putting everything into neat little 
piles. 

““You know, Virginia,” he said, and 
his voice was kind, and it was like twist- 
ing a knife into her that his voice should 
be so kind—*‘it seems to me that perhaps 
you had some deep hurt, something that 
you have forgotten consciously, but 
makes you shy away from happiness. 
Some complex, some inferiority.” 

She wouldn’t answer that. For in a 
way it was true. That is, about the 
inferiority. He was too good for her. 
Too nice-looking, too smart, too gener- 
ous. She felt such an ugly little duckling. 
And although he never mentioned his 
first wife, Elaine, found herself 
sometimes wondering if he compared 


she 
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them, if he said, “Virginia's all right, of 
course, but she’s not so beautiful as 
Elaine, not so clever, not so charming.” 

She drew away from him now. She sat 
over to her side of the seat. Over that 
way she could get a glimpse of the lights 
in the tall Stevenson Hotel Tower. 

“How beautiful the lights look in the 
Tower,” she said. And then quite sud- 
denly the car was swerving sharply, 
and she was falling. She was gasping 
and clutching and struggling for the 
handle of the door that was swinging 
outward, and there was cold rushing 
air upon her face. 

“Clyde!” she called out. “Clyde!” 
And there was a sharp blow upon her 
head and a flash of fire along her arm. 


AND THEN the car stopped very 
suddenly and she was thrown hard 
against the door, and Clyde’s arms were 
reaching out, grasping and pulling her 
inward. “Virginia!” he said, and his 
voice sounded rough, almost angry, 
“what in the world happened?” 

The pain of her head and her arm took 
up her mind and filled it and she could 
only shake her head. And then reaching 
out past her, he swung the door to and 
locked it. 

“Here, now,” he said, “are you hurt? 
What in the world did you do?” 

She stared at him and the tears wer« 
there again behind her eyeballs. “I 
didn’t do anything,” she said. “I 
didn’t do anything! The door came 
open, and I fell.” 

“There, there,” he said soothingly, 
and he drew her over to him. “Never 
mind. Are you all right? Are you hurt? 
Do you want to go to a doctor?” 

“No,” she whispered. He didn’t 
believe her! He thought she had tried to 
fall out of the car. But she hadn’t. She 
loved him very much; she would never 
leave him like that. Would she? 

“Let’s go on,” she said. “I’m all right. 
I’m not hurt.” Her fingers explored her 
arm softly; the bruise was high, above 
her sleeve; it wouldn’t show. And the 
lump on her head was under her hair. 
Her hurts wouldn’t show. 

“Are you sure?” he said. “Are you 
sure you'll be all right?” 

“Yes,” she said. It was very import- 
ant for some reason that she convince 
him that she wasn’t hurt. “I’m just 
fine.” 

The river was again a curving silver 
ribbon and the tower lights flashed, and 
they moved onward. 

“Why don’t you tell me _ things, 
Virginia?” he said. He picked up her 
hand and drew it through his arm. 
“Why don’t you tell me what makes 
you unhappy? So I can help you?” 

“Yes,” she said. Of course two heads 
are always better than one. Why didn’t 
she tell him? Tell him what? She might 
make up something: “Well, I'll tell you, 
darling, I once killed a man, but they 
never found his body. Or, Once I had a 
tragic love affair . . . But he wouldn’t 
believe such lies. She had always been 
a nice, dull little girl. She had been 
happy, too, living with her widowed 
father, going through high school and 
business college, and then having the 
job in the town library. And then after 
her father died, Clyde had come along 
—such a wonderfully intelligent, good- 
looking man—and she had married him 
and moved here to the city. And that 
was all. She had never done anything 
at all—just lived and been happy. Until 
lately. Until the last year and a half. 


“What is really troubling you, 
Virginia?” he said. “Are you ll, 
darling?” 

“No.” She was never ill. She felt fi:,e, 
It wasn’t her health. Her mother hid 
died when she was born, and her father 
when he was 55. But then her father had 
been wounded in the first World W ur, 
Her father’s parents had lived to a nice 
old age. Her mother’s parents, of 
course, she didn’t know about. 

“It must be something,” he persisted, 
“Something that is in your subconscivus 
mind, something that affects me, too. ls 
there something you haven't told me, 
Virginia?” 

“Oh, no,” she said. “There is noth; ig 
| haven’t told you. Honestly, I’m just 
fine.” 


THE STEVENSON dining room was 
not too crowded. 1 hat was nice. To 
make a party successful, there should 
be just enough people—not too many, 
not too few. Almost every table had 
people at it, and yet there was room for 
more. 

“This is nice,” Clyde said. He was 
happy now; he was no longer angry. The 
shades were up and the lights were on, 
‘*“Aren’t you glad we came? Here, I'll 
help you with your coat.” 

There was a mirror on the wall and 
it showed a nice young woman with 
green eyes and a pale skin wearing a 
green dress and a green hat. 

“You look nice,” he said. “Very 
nice.” 

The young woman in the mirror 
smiled at him. She looked pleased, 
delighted to be with so handsome a 
man. 

“Thank you,” she said. “You look 
nice, too.” There were other nice 
looking women in the room, Mary 
Anderson and Dorothy Beaucamp and 
Sylvia Forrester. Only Sylvia Forrester 
was not really nice-looking, she was 
beautiful. She was beautiful in a very 
odd way—the way that a screen is 
beautiful, but is designed to hide some- 
thing that is not beautiful. Which wasa 
very foolish thought, of course. One 
should not judge people that way. Sylvia 
was probably very beautiful inside, too, 
kind and thoughtful and loving. 

Pete Baker was not at all nice looking, 
He had red hair and freckles and a nose 
that went off to one side as if it couldn't 
get over that strange smell to the left. 
Pete Baker was like some ordinary 
homely something hiding something 
beautiful—a plain leather case enclosing 
a jewel. Which was a very foolish 
thought, too. Pete Baker was too sharp, 
too critical, 

“Shall I order for you?” said Clyde, 
He liked to order. He liked everything 
to be exactly right, just so. She did not 
care. She didn’t really care what she 
ate, but Clyde liked the color, the 
texture, of perfect food. 

“Yes,” she said and smiled at him. 
“You always choose so well.” It 
wouldn’t matter what he chose; she 
would cat anything to please him. She 
would prove to him that she was all 
right, that the only thing in the world 
that was important to her was their 
love, their marriage. 

The music was nice. It was the way 
he liked it. Not too loud, not too sweet. 

“Dance?” he said. 

“I'd love to.” She did not really {ike 
to dance, for she didn’t dance well. She 
danced like a little girl on stilts, awk 
wardly, swinging first to one side, tien 
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Yes, Deilcraft Occasional 
Furniture is lovely to live 
with, whether you choose a 
distinctive Drum Table, a 
Sofa Table, or a simple End 
Table. For in Deilcraft you 
enjoy the beauty, quality and 
elegance created by two 
skills...the designing of 
“Imperial” ... the craftsman- 
ship of Deilcraft. 
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to the other. He danced like a butterfly 

smooth, effortless. She wanted so to 
please him, to be graceful and light. But 
since she wasn’t, she should find some- 
one for him to dance with. Someone like 
Sylvia Forrester. Sylvia danced beauti- 
fully. Sylvia did not like Clyde and 
Clyde did not like her, but together they 
danced beautifully. 

It was fortunate when the music 
stopped that they were all close to- 
gether—she and Clyde and Sylvia and 
Pete Baker. 

“Hello,” Virginia said. She smiled at 
Sylvia and then she smiled at Pete. “I 
read your story in this morning’s paper,” 
she said to Pete. “About the investiga- 
tion of the city council. It was good.” 
But he always wrote such unpleasant 
things, about graft and politics, and 
muck-raking. 

“Thanks,” said Pete. He had blue 
eyes and they were very direct. There 
were no glasses over them, so when he 
was angry he had to have some other 
mannerism than adjusting glasses 
some trait like tightening his lips, like 
saying “no.” 

The music started again, and she was 
dancing with Pete. It didn’t matter 
with Pete whether she was a little girl 
on stilts, or a butterfly. She didn’t care 
what Pete thought, for now Clyde was 
having a good time. He liked to dance, 
and Sylvia liked to dance, and they 
would have a good time together. | It 
didn’t matter that they didn’t like each 
other. 

“How did you get the bump on your 
head?” said Pete. He was not very tall, 
and when she looked at him, his eyes 
were on a level with her eyes and she 
could see the freckles on his nose. He 
would burn badly in the sun, too. 

“1 fell,” she said. “I fell down the 
cellar stairs.” That was a silly thing to 
say; they didn’t have any cellar stairs. 
They lived in an apartment. 

“Didn’t you once live in Howell?” he 
said. 

“Yes,” she said. “I worked in the 
library there. I came up here after I 
married,” 

“*T was down there one time digging up 
some stuff on a political graft,” he said. 
“‘1 thought I remembered you. I read 
up on some stuff in the library.” 


SHE WAS PLEASED. Nobody had 
ever seen her just once and remembered 
her before. Hers was the face that people 
always forgot. It was nice to be 
remembered. 

““You’d be awfully pretty,” he said, 
“if you’d wear pink instead of green and 
curl your hair.” 

“Oh,” she said. It had been too good 
to be true to think that she was pretty, 
that she didn’t look like Olive Oyl. 

The dance was over and she smiled at 
him and said, “It was nice,” and then 
she was at the table again with Clyde 
and Clyde was smiling. He was pleased 
and excited. 

“Everything is just right,” he said, 
raising the silver cover of the dishes and 
looking underneath. “Aren’t you glad 
we came?” 

“Yes,” she said, and she began eating 
the charcoal and ashes on her plate. 
“Everything is wonderful.” She didn’t 
really deserve Clyde. He was too hand- 
some and too good for her. She should 
be back in Howell, working in the 
library. Have you seen the new list of 
books, Mrs. Brown? We have some of the 
very latest. Here is one on psychiatry, 
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First lesson in badminton —“'Model Mother” Betty gives her son Paddy tips on bad- 
minton, There’s more good advice for him when she says: For strong, white teeth and 
healthy gums—brush teeth at least twice a day with Ipana and massage gums regularly. 


Lucky to have a Model Mother 


Paddy Syme, glowing tribute to Mother's knowing care 


~ gopEL Motuer” Betty Syme, 
Toronto model, artist and pianist, 
exercises regularly on the badminton 
courts to keep herself physically fit. 
Her impish little son, 3-year-old 


Paddy, loves to imitate Mother. He 
follows her example in dental care as 
well as in athletics and music. Betty has 
trained Paddy to look after his teeth 
and gums very carefully. 

Every night and morning, just like 


A AAT AY 

As yet a one-finger man, Paddy will learn a 
lot about the piano from his Toronto 
Conservatory of Music-trained mother. 
But Paddy already knows about good 
teeth—he’s been taught that Ipana and 


gum massage are mighty important for a 
winning smile like Mother's. 





“i Product of Bristol-Myers 
Made in Canada 





mother, it’s regular brushing with [pana 
Tooth Paste followed by a little extra 
Ipana massaged into the gums to 
stimulate them—wake up circulation. 
Betty does as thousands of others do— 
relies on Ipana and massage. This 
modern treatment, recommended by 
thousands of dentists, goes a long way 
in keeping gums firm and healthy... 
teeth cleaner, brighter... smiles more 
radiant, 





: > 
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“That's the way to brush them” smiles Betty as 
Paddy gleefully cleans his teeth and mas- 
sages a little extra Ipana on his gums 
after brushing. A tinge of “pink” on your 
tooth brush, caused by under-exercised, 
neglected gums, may be the warning to 
“see your dentist”. 


For Firmer Gums — Brighter Teeth 


Ipana and Massage 
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You can stay a homme aid 
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“But darling — haven't you tried this new one?” 


‘Don’t tell me I’ve missed something! Mean to say 


I needn’t feel like this?” 


“Check! This Free-Stride Modess is specially made 


to prevent chafing!” 


A new improved napkin that 
doesn’t chafe is good to hear 
about! Over the morning coffee 
or over the back yard fence, busy 
young wives and mothers take 
time to tell one another about 
this new discovery! 
The secret of the chafe-free com- 
fort you'll find in new Free-Stride 
Modess lies in the clever fashion- 
ing of the napkin edges. 
Free-Stride Modess has extra 
cotton on its edges — extra soft- 
ness right where the cause of 
chafe begins. 
The extra cotton also acts to 
direct and retain moisture inside 
the napkin, keeps the edges dry 
and smooth longer. And dry 
smooth edges just don’t chafe! 


Welk. wrth comfort! Try the new Free-stride Modessf 


So safe, too! Every Free-Stride 
Modess has a triple safety shield 
to guard against accidents. And 
never a telltale outline — Free- 
Stride Modess is silhouette-proof! 


New Free-Stride Modess is so 
luxury-comfortable so luxury 
safe — and it’s on sale now! Get 
a package today. 





very interesting. It tells how a woman 
goes crazy. 

They danced again and then they ate 
their dessert. 

“What say we get the Andersons and 
Pete and Sylvia to go to the theatre with 
us?” said Clyde. “The more the 
merrier.” 

No! But the word stayed inside, 
galling in her throat. Why didn’t she 
want to go to the theatre with the 
Andersons and with Sylvia and Pete? 
She was being unreasonable again, being 


displeasing to Clyde. 
“It’s a comedy,” he said. “Some 
say it’s good, some say it’s bad. But it'll 


be better with a crowd.” 

“Fine,” she said. He went over to the 
Andersons’ table, to Pete and Sylvia. 
How nice he looked, how distinguished. 
She was selfish not to want to share him. 
That was it! That was the trouble. She 
was jealous—she was afraid he would 
find someone else more attractive. 
Someone like Sylvia Forrester. 

“They all said they would go,” he 
said when he came back. He drew back 
her chair while she stood up, he helped 
her on with her coat, he smiled at her 
lovingly. 

“Fine,” she said. “That will be nice.” 
After all, it would merely be a show, it 
would last a couple of hours, and then 
they would go home. It was nothing to 
be bothered about, to worry about. 

They had seats in a box, the six of 
them. It was not a good comedy, not a 
bad. The actors went through their 





parts, gesturing their gestures, declaring 
their intentions. She sat in the back 
of the box between Pete and Mrs. 
Anderson. Mr. Anderson was very 
blond and very tired. When the play 
started, he closed his eyes. He opened 
them when there was a gunshot on the 





stage and when the applause came. 

“Good play,” he said to Virginia 
between acts. “ Fine comedy.” 

She did not want to go out for inter- 
mission, for a soft drink or a cigarette. 
Clyde and Sylvia and the Andersons 
went, but she stayed in her chair, and 
Pete Baker sat beside her. In the light 
of the theatre he looked nice. His 
freckles didn’t show. ‘“‘You used to 
wear pink,” he said, “I remember you 
had a pink dress with ruffles on it.” 

It was a summer dress. Cotton. Her 
father had given it to her for her birth- 
day. It had really been too young for 
her, she had thought—all those ruffles, 
and she 23, but she had liked it. 

“*Remember?” said Pete. “I saw you 
several times.” 

“T remember,” she said. It had been a 
lovely summer, the summer her father 
had died. It had been a wonderful 
summer to live, and to die, too. He 
hadn’t minded. He had laughed a lot; he 
had wanted her to be happy. He hadn’t 
known Clyde. 

“Have you known Sylvia long?” Pete 
asked. 
inquisitive, nor indifferent. 

“No,” she said. “Not long. I met 
her at a party. Clyde doesn’t like her.” 
She shouldn’t have said that. She 
shouldn’t have told him that her hus- 
band didn’t like Sylvia. “All I know,” 
she said, “‘is that she is beautiful and 


His voice was nice, neither 


divorced and works in a_ hospital 
laboratory.” 
“*She’s a smart girl,” said Pete. 


AND THEN it was time for the third 


act and the others came back, Clyde 
# Continued on page 59 
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GOSSARD 


You'll glow with approval 


the moment you slip into a 
slimming, trimming Gos- 
sard girdle and bra! Created 
by experienced, deft de- 
signers to mold you, hold 
you... give you supple 
support, plus carefree com- 
fort... only Gossard 
foundations are so cleverly 
cut, so perfectly tailored. 
Always ask for Gossard! 


Za \WSSMRD 
Ln of Coit 


Sold by Leading Shops and Department 
Stores 


THE CANADIAN H. W. GOSSARD CO. LIMITED 
Toronto, Canada 


Chicago © New York © San Francisco @ Dalle 
Atlanta @ Melbourne * Sydney © Buenos Aires 
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LIVE TAMERS... 


by Evelyn Kelly and Adele White 


This is the shape of 
fashion: out at the bust, 
in, way in, at the waist, 
out again at the hips. It 
van be devastating or 
destructive. For now, 
more than ever, figure 
flattery is a serious mat- 
ter of figure control. 
Good posture and one of 
the newest foundation 
garments, because it fits, 
one that is vight for you, 


are your. best allies 


Fashion Editor Health and Beauty Editor 


ELIEVE IT or not the NEW SHAPE is not just a matter of luck. 
Some of the most whistle-inspiring forms tripping around these 
days are very likely to be trim! ie 
corseted underneath those figger-fittin’ clothes. And they know how to 


carry themselves. 


y and properly ...e1 


Most common complaint about foundation garments is that they ride 
up... stick out . . . wrinkle at the waist. Can’t be. Not if the 
garment has been properly fitted by a reliable corsetiere. And it could be 
that faulty posture is to blame. Usually we try on garments in front of a 
full-length mirror where pride stirs us to take up our most figure- 
flattering pose. But away from the mirror it’s all too easy to sink right 
back into that comfortable old slump. And blame it on a perfectly 
good girdle. 

The new foundation garments—and there are plenty of them—are 
shaped to give you the new lines. With comfort. No squeezing, pinch- 
ing torture. Just a matter of redistributing flesh which can be spread 
out in the right directions. It’s balance and proportion that make a 
woman good-looking, whether she’s size 14 or 40. 


Below, you see some of the new lightweights: (left to right) A 
supersleek satin bra, strapless, wireless, for decolleté, lace or sheer 
frocks. Stays up by means of a stiffened fabric resembling gentle but 
very, very firm boning. Next, a boned, eight-sectioned waist slimmer. 
It takes off about three inches. Honest. (This is our pet current 
research.) For a full figure there’s the long-lined bra, a satin’n’lace 
disciplinarian, attaching to clasticized satin girdle. Next a wisp of a 
bra, adjustable wrap-around elastic bands (French bra type). For 
average figure a firm satin bra, dart-litted, matching a lithe-lined satin 
and elastic girdle. (See other new types on following pages.) 


bra, Fair- Form — 


} 
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Such Wide Choice in 
Fine Sox for Tots 


OR OVER 35 years, Canada’s well- 
i known brand— Gordon Mackay 
“Bonnie Tot”. Styles and sizes for babies 
and children. Every pair carries the 
Gordon Mackay name because it comes 


up to our strict standards. Widely avail- 


able in stores across Canada. : f 


AX “Bonnie Tort” fine cotton anklets in stripes 
—for boys and girls —navy or brown — sizes 
6 to 8%, 


IB “Bonnie Tot” with turnover top — rayon 
plated on mercerized cotton — white, sky, pink, 
canary — sizes 4 to 72. 


C “Bonnie Tot” fine rayon plated on cotton 
with Lastex top — white, seaspray, canary, orchid 
— sizes 6 to 82. 


ID “Bonnie Tot” popular style for infants and 
small children—rayon plated on mercerized 
yarn — turnover cuff with rabbit design — white 
trimmed with sky or pink —sizes 4 to 612. 


TIE “Bonnie Tot” mercerized half sox — fine 
gauge with Lastex tops — choice of six colors — 
white, navy, brown, canary, pink, red — sizes 
6 to 8'2 


ONNIE TUT 30 
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‘ KNITTING 4 

©) INSTRUCTIONS FOR. © 
“GARMENT ILLUSTRATED 
“AA, ARE IN MONARCH 
KNITTING BOOK No. 99 


i iN A 
Ky \\} 


HAND 
KNITTING MONARCH SWAN — A NEW 


AND LOVELY MEMBER OF THE 
MONARCH YARN FAMILY 
Famous for Quality — Foremost in Style 


THE MONARCH KNITTING COMPANY CIMITED 
DUNNVILLE, ONTABIO 8-03 
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or the Lollipop Crowd . .. 


{iN NEW looks for the lollipop crowd! 
Thev're specially planned for the 
lighter weight, brighter-colored togs 

you'll be wanting for warm days just 


around a windy corner. 


For the toddler group (six months to 
three years) Number 2336 has a full 
skirt gathered to a tiny scalloped yoke. 
Puffed sleeves and a Peter Pan collar 
add trim finishing touches. In Number 
2419, tuck pleating at the shoulders 
again gives that same skirt fullness so 


flattering to baby figures. These two 
styles are especially nice in_ fine 
broadcloth. 

For the activity group (size one to 
six years) Number 2418 is very pretty 
made up in one of this spring’s crisp 
flowered batistes. Ribbon bows trim the 
shoulder, matching the sash of the 
dirndl-type skirt. 

A growing miss (two to eight years) 
will be happy in this back-buttoned 
style, Number 2388, especially if you 


2418 Singpnlicely 
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Aad 
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make it up in a dark cotton or rayon, 
trim it with a brightly embroidered 
peasant edging. The skirt is gathered to 
the bodice at the natural waistline. 


For a soft fabric, voile or broadcloth, 
Number 2333 (six months to four 
years) is a front-buttoned style, with 
skirt gathered onto yoke. 


A very pretty style (two to six years) 
is Number 2417, which has ruffling to 
form an apron effect on the dirndl skirt. 


2417 Stimplicsay 2334 











7 ‘ ; 
Phe square neck is a nice cool note f 
summer, 


Little brother will be wanting a sli 
summer suit made up from Numbe 
2334 (two to six years). The cardiga 
top-stitched around front and’ neck, 
finished with good-sized patch pocket 
Trousers have suspenders joined t fro: 
waistband, buttoning in back. 


For pattern descriptions and lets 
for orde ring see page 72 


as 


note f 
wa slit 
Nu mbe 
parciga 
neck, 
por ke! 
d to fret 


id cleta 


REC eh Sie 8 


SHES 


Saal ee Soz'se 





a 
oe 


ak A Deelah ei 


PERT aes 


q 


¥ 


aU he? 


plaice acne 


Are you 


in the know? 





How should you cope with hickeys ? 


(_] Squeeze with finger-tips 
(_] Cover with heavy makeup 
[-] Let them alone 


You're all set for next Saturday night, 
and horrors!—a hickey rears its ugly 
head. Never squeeze pimples. Just 
dab with antiseptic and let them alone. 
Unless they're chronic, needing medical 
care, they'll soon disappear on their 
own power. Well scrubbed skin gathers 
few blemishes. And bathing’s especi- 
ally important if you'd be clover-sweet 
on certain days. And if you’d have 
peace of mind, remember 
Quest deodorant powder 
destroys napkin odour, 
prevents chafing; actually 
absorbs moisture . . . rids 
you of problem day worries. 










For a too-broad nose, better— 


[| Clamp a clothespin on it 
|] Eye-shadow the sides 
|] Widen your eyebrows 


Tf you guessed this one, you're up on 
your grooming! And on difficult days, 
score yourself a plus if you never need 
worry. For that means you depend on 
the comfortable Kotex Wonderform 
Belt. All elastic, the Wonderform Belt 
lets you bend every-which-way. It’s flat 
— snug - fitting 

non-binding...three 
smart features that 
improve your con- 
fidence. (Smart as 
widening your brows 
to improve that too 
broad nose!) 










I Cannot Tell 


Continued from page 56 


the Andersons, not even 
looking at Sylvia. It was too bad they 
disliked each other so; they could at 
least be civil to each other. 

“T brought you a drink, Virginia,” 
said Sylvia. She smiled at Virginia, her 
teeth very white and pretty with her red 
lips. “I thought you might like it.” 

“Why, thank you,” said Virginia. 
She took the little paper cup and 
smiled at Sylvia. She should be very 
pleased; it was a nice thoughtful thing 
to do. She held the cup in her hand 
smiling, and the curtain went up, and 
everybody settled back. 

It was a bedroom scene on the stage 
and everybody laughed and Sylvia 
turned and said, “Don’t you like your 
drink?” 

“Why, yes,” said Virginia smiling, 
and she lifted the cup, but she did not 
taste it. 

“Drink it,” said Clyde, “‘and I’ll put 
the cup over here in the corner.” 

“Yes,” said Virginia, and she smiled, 
but she was not thirsty. She didn’t want 
the drink. 

“Look,” said Pete, “what do you 
think about—” and he leaned forward 
and he knocked against the cup, and the 
drink spilled on the carpeted floor of the 
box. “Oh, I say,” he said, “I’m awfully 
sorry. That was careless of me.” 

“It doesn’t matter,” said Virginia. 
“T wasn’t thirsty.” She smiled at Pete 
and turned to watch the play. 

And at last it was over, and the 
programs were rustling to the floor, and 
the house lights were on. 

“Well,” said Mr. Anderson. “Fine 
play. I don’t imagine anybody wants to 
go anywhere else before home?” 

“Tt’s late,” said Sylvia. She sounded 
cross. She turned her back on Clyde; 
she let Pete help her on with her wrap, 
she looked indifferently through Vir- 
ginia. “I have to work tomorrow.” 

“Tell me,” said Pete, “have you 
learned how to make every little germ go 
out and bite every other little germ?” 

Sylvia dropped her coat and she 
looked at Pete coldly. “I don’t think you 
are very funny,” she said. 

Pete picked up her coat and held it 
for her again. “I’m often,” he said, “not 
funny at all.” 

In the foyer Clyde said, “Oh, I must 
have dropped my gloves. Just a 
minute.” He went away, and Virginia 
stood there with the Andersons. 

“Please go on,” she told Mr. Ander- 
son's sleepy eyes; “please don’t wait. 
Clyde will be here in a moment.” 

““Where’s Sylvia?” said Pete. “I 


thought she was with you.” 


smiling at 


Virginia looked at him, at his blue 
eyes, his freckles. “Clyde went back 
after his gloves,” she said. “I don’t 
know where—there they are now.” 

They were quarreling, Clyde and 
Sylvia. They were looking at each other 
hatefully. 

“They don’t like each other,” Virginia 
explained to Pete. “They don’t get 
along. You shouldn’t have brought 
Sylvia.” 

He looked at her. “No,” he said. “‘] 
shouldn’t. Look, why didn’t you drink 
your drink?” 

She frowned. “I don’t know,’ 
said, “I wasn’t thirsty.” 

“You can’t trust that baby an inch,” 
Pete said. He turned to Sylvia as she 


* she 
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Are you in the know? 


Which belt style should “shorty” 
choose ? 


0 Wide 
0 Narrow 
0 Either width 


You may fancy the wide 'n’ handsomes ; ; s 
or the new, mere wisps of leather for your 
waistline. Here’s a clue: Wide belts cut 
height. If you’re a shorty, take the narrow 
style. As for choosing sanitary napkins, let 
fit and comfort be your guide. They’re 
virtues you'll always find in Kotex—in 
Regular, Junior, Super. Yes, whatever your 
own special needs —having a choice of the 
3 Kotex sizes assures you of one that’s 
exactly right for you! 
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She is telling the world that 
she’s — 


0 A curfew dodger 
0 No cover girl 
C) The dentist's delight 


Comes the yawn —and all too often reveals 
more mouth than manners. What’s so 
intriguing about tonsils? A smooth gal will 
cover those yawns—to spare her glamour, 
etiquette rating. You can rate an A for 
assurance, on “calendar? days: Because, 
for comfort, there’s nothing —but nothing — 
like the new, softer Kotex. With downy 
softness that holds its shape! Made to stay 
soft while you wear it. With an exclusive 
safety center for extra protection! 


see 
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When in doubt about whether to “dress up”— 
0 Don’t be a Plain Jane 


0 Don’t go 


D Don’t 


Will the wing-ding be informal, or a fluff- 
and-flowers affair? Naturally, you'd like to 
look your loveliest— with competition what 
it is these days. But when in doubt about 
dressing up—don’t! Retter to err on the 
casual side; at least you're less conspicuous. 


At certain times, there’s never a doubt 
about confidence —with Kotex. Those fat 
pressed ends prevent revealing outlines. And 
your new Kotex Sanitary Belt fits snugly, 
comfortably; doesn’t bind. It’s adjustable 
3 --all-elastic! 


More women choose KOTEX* 
than all other sanitary napkins 


Kotex comes in 3 sizes: Regular, Junior, Super 


*r, mw. ane. 
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Sinplel 239 


For pattern descriptions and 


details for ordering see page 7 

















Casuals for Warmer Days... 


NY ONE of these ... or all four... will slip 
| into the changing seasons smartly and casually. In 
[fi rayon prints, or failles, for a bright change right 
now under your spring coat... in cool washables, 
cottons, ravons, linens for hot summer weather. 

A versatile daytime style, Number 2390, has a softly 
flared skirt, extended shoulders and front-button 
closing. Nice now in dark crepe with collars and cuffs 
in contrasting print or plaid. Smartest of all for summer 
in a black washable fabric with plenty of collar-cuff 
changeables in crisp white. 

Cool for long week ends or informal evenings, 
Number 2396 has its skirt gathered at upper edge 


over a back underskirt. Try it in lightweight cotton 
voiles or fine ginghams. Very swish in plain dark cotton 
finished off with white eyelet. 

Here is your summer suit, Number 2393. Trim, 
neat, it has a front-gathered peplum, three-quarter 
sleeves. Suggestions: do it in fine candy-striped cotton 
chambray or rayon spun suiting. And, for traveling, in 
a dark sheer. 

One of the pretties of the really full-skirted styles, 
Number 2404 has it bodice seamed centre front and 
back, fitted into shaped waist inset. Make this up in 
a brilliant dark cotton, for an exhilarating splash of 
color. 
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Harris Tweed is inimitable. In its patterns, 
redolent of moor and mountain, there is the 
inspiration of unique environment. Far away 
in the Outer Hebrides off Scotland, the hardy 
crofters hand weave the one-and-only Harris 


Tweed from virgin Scottish Wool. 


Look for the label on the garment 


Look for the mark on the cloth = Spa : 

tHaviisTweed 

ey 6=HARRIS 
TWEED 


Issued by The Harris Tweed Association Ltd. 
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BE UP-TO - DATE ON THE 
MATTER OF FEMININE 
HYGIENE 


There is a safe and simple answer—Ren- 
dells. These dainty, deodorizing supposi- 
tories mean swift and sure protection. 
You simply say ‘Rendells” to your druggist. 
He hands you a plain wrapped package of 
12—including Nurse Drew’s directions. 
Rendells are easy to use, kill all germs and 
bacteria on contact. And what is so important 
Rendells are made from an approved pres- 
cription, and harmless as purest oils to 
delicate tissue. Rendells... the safe way, 
the nice way, for every married woman 
to practice feminine hygiene. If you prefer... 
write for Nurse Drew's book and a package 
of Rendells. 
— =< SEND THISCOUPON: =— = 


{ NURSE DREW, P.O. BOX 1050, } 
PLACE D'ARMES, MONTREAL, P.Q. 
{ ] Please send me copy of the Free 
“Personal Hygiene” 
( ST enclose $1.00 for full size carton of Rendells 
and Free Booklet, to be mailed, prepaid, in plain 
wrapper. 


Booklet 
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came up. “Come along,” he said. 
“We’re going now. Good night.” He 
turned and smiled at Virginia. “Sleep 
tight.” 

They went out to the car and drove 
home again. She sat close to Clyde, 
slipping her hand through his arm. They 
did not go by the river this time—they 
went straight home, swiftly past the 
other cars, swiftly to their own street, 
their own garage, their own apartment. 
As she started to get out of the car, she 
barely touched the door and it sprang 
** Look, Clyde,” she said. “See? It 
was the door. It doesn’t fasten tightly.” 

“Tl get it fixed,” he said. “Come on. 
I’m sleepy.” 

The apartment was dark and little 
and narrow. 

“Well,” he said, “that’s that. I’ve 
got a long day tomorrow.” He had gone 
away from her now. He had got angry 
with a woman he did not like, and he had 
gone away from his wife. 

“It was nice,” she said timidly. “I 
appreciated it. I liked the dinner, the 
theatre.” 

“Good,” he said. He did not look at 
her. He began undressing, taking off his 
nice dark, beautifully tailored suit, un- 
buttoning his white handmade shirt. 

“T’ve thought of something I haven't 
told you, Clyde,” she said. “Something 
that maybe has been making the 
trouble. With me, I mean.” 

He stopped taking off his shirt. He 
stood looking through the mirror at her. 
She was sitting on the bed, her green 
hat in her hand, her green dress—it was 
really much too big for her—drooping 
about her. “What?” he said. “What 
haven’t you told me?” His eyes were 
very dark behind their glasses, they 
looked almost angry. But that was the 
reflection, of course, not Clyde. He 
couldn’t be angry, when she had thought 
of something to tell him. He had 
wanted her to tell him everything. 

“T don’t know why I haven’t told 
you,” she said. “I don’t really know 
why—” 

“What is it?”” He dropped his hands 
from his shirt and came over to her. He 
sat down beside her and took her hand, 
and he forced her to look at him. His 
eyes were very shiny and he looked 
excited. She wanted to turn a little, but 
the way he was holding her hand made 
it hard to do. ‘“‘Have you learned some- 
thing?” he said. 

“No,” she said. She should be very 
direct, very honest. “It’s something I’ve 
always known. I told you about my 
childhood—you know, living with papa. 
1 was really very happy. Honestly, | 
was. He was wonderful to me, and I had 
a very happy childhood. And lots of 
friends, too. I wasn’t what you might 
call a popular girl—I mean in high 
school I was never voted Queen of any- 
thing. But | was invited to parties. I 
had a nice time.” 

“Yes,” he said. He sounded impa- 
tient, a little angry. ‘What else?” 

“Well,” she said, “I don’t know why 
I never told you. Do you suppose it’s 
because | thought maybe it might make 
a difference? I never thought it very 
important before, but I have some 
Jewish blood in me. I am part Jewish.” 

“Oh,” he said, and he looked at her 
and he looked relieved, and then his 
brown eyes were smiling, “you poor 
child. That is what has been worrying 
you, of course. Of course it doesn’t make 
the slightest bit of difference to me. 
Why should it? Your father’s father had 
Jewish blood, and my father’s father had 


open. 
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How to shop for 


Ir isn’t always your fault that nylons 
run! Very often, hidden laws ~ 
bring your precious nylons to early 
grief. You say: How can I buy 
nylons that will last? 

Even with a magnifying glass, 
you could not possibly detect all 
the hidden flaws... 

The easiest, surest way to get 
really flawless nylons is to ask for 
MERCURY. Mercury’s craftsmen use 
ingenious testing devices to eliminate 
every stocking with rings, slip- 
stitches, slubs and other flaws. No 
wonder that the Mercury stockings 
you buy are sheer perfection! 

And you'll love the way they Fit. 
Mercury’s famous French heel 
pockets your heel... hugs your arch 
... flatters your ankles. 

Be sure of your hose. Ask for 
flawless MERCURY nylons, in fashion’s 
loveliest shades. For fine lingerie 
say MERCURY, too! 


Among the well-dressed 


Made exclusively at Mercury Mills Limited, Hamilton, Canada 
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000%. CASH! 
TTR MOL Abd 


—:Here’s all you have to do... 


On a sheet of Cameo Stationery (Cameo Vellum. or Cameo 
Deckle Edge)—finish the following sentence: 


Use as many or as few words as you wish, but your entry 
must be written on Cameo Stationery. Hold the paper to the 
light; see the watermark “Cameo Vellum” or “Cameo Deckle 
Edge.” Test its writing qualities—notice its fine texture 
ond appecrance, then complete the sentence. Well known 
journalists will oct as judges, and their decision will be final. 


ADDRESS TOUR ENTRY TO... 


BARBER ELLIS OF CANADA LIMITED 


BOX 548, TORONTO, ONT. 





Note how the very first application 

of Campana’s Italian Balm helps your 
hands to smooth, new softness. This 
is the lotion you need to protect your 
hands from winter dryness and cold, 
blustery weather. A few drops applied 
daily is sufficient for both hands. 
Grand for elbows and legs too! 


Campana’s Italian Balm has a sixty- 
year record for keeping hands soft, 
and it’s been a favorite all that time 
because it gets right down to its job 
of protecting your hands through the 
cold-weather months. Start using 
Campana’s Italian Balm now—and 
stay with it all winter. 


No increase 
in price: 


So good for 
your hands 


Campanas @ipiter 





| there about the Delmer case—until 
| around six. That won’t put me back 


Irish blood. So what? Surely you don’t 
believe it could make a difference with 
me!” 

““No,” she said, “‘of course not.” And 
she knew that truly it didn’t make any 
difference to him, and she felt wonderful 
for of course that was what had been 
the trouble all along. She had been 
afraid he wouldn’t love her any more. 
Now, she would be all right. When you 
confessed things that worried you, then 
you were all right. Everything cleared 
up. Now they would be perfectly happy 
together. Now everything would smooth 
out, the bricks would be gone, the wall 
torn down. 

“My sweet,” he said, “now every- 
thing is fine. Tomorrow I’m going up 
in the mountains to the lodge, and you 
can go with me. We'll make it a pleasure 
trip. We'll stay all day and come back 
in the evening.” 

“No!” she said. ““No!”’ She stared at 
him. She saw his eyes darken and the 
shades come down and the white line 
draw about his lips. And she knew that 
the wall was still there, only higher. And 
she was outside again, alone. 


WHEN SHE AWOKE, Clyde was 
already up. She could hear him in the 
kitchen. He was moving very quietly, 
but she could tell exactly what he was 
doing. The little click was the toaster, 
and the little thud was the coffeepot as 
he set it back on the pad. She had over- 
slept. She rarely overslept. Usually she 
was a good wife and got up and fixed his 
breakfast for him. Only—she glanced 
at the clock—only this morning it was 
early. It was only six-thirty, and usually 
they didn’t get up until seven-thirty. 

She got up quickly and put on her 
green robe. She brushed her hair 
smooth and then fluffed it out a little. 
Curly hair, Pete Baker had said. “* You'd 
be awfully pretty, if you’d curl your 
hair.” 

She went out to the kitchen. She 
would be wonderful to Clyde, she would 
smile and laugh and do everything to 
please him. Except take the trip to the 
mountains. Maybe when she was a little 
girl she had gone to the mountains and 
had an unpleasant experience? She 
tried to picture herself, a little girl in 
the mountains, being frightened of an 
animal, being torn by the briars, being 
lost in the woods. But nothing came 
clear. No picture. Only the knowledge 
that she couldn’t go to the mountains. 


“Good morning, darling, I’m so sorry 


g, 
I didn’t hear you get up.”’ Bend and kiss 
him quickly, let him know how much 
he means to you, how anxious you are to 
be a good wife. 

“Good morning, dear.”” He wasn’t 
angry. His lips were smiling, and his 
voice was pleasant. “That is quite all 
right. Here I’ve made enough coffee for | 
you, too. Let me pour you a cup.” 

How very wonderful, to sit here with 
the sunshine coming in through thc 
window, and the aroma of coffee, and 
the smile of the one you loved upon you. 

“Thank you,” she said. She loved him 
with her eyes. Next year they would 
have a baby, a little curly-headed, 
brown-eyed baby. “Can’t I fix you 
something more, dear?” 

“No,” he said. “I’ve just about 
finished, I thought I’d get an early start 
on the trip; it’ll take me five hours to 
get there, and then I probably can’t 
start back—I have to see some men 





Au THAT THE ART OF 
FRENCH PERFUMERY COULD 
ACHIEVE IN SUBTLE CHARM 
AND RETENTIVENESS 


Gleur OEte 
Caravane 


Vermeil 
‘ La Vie en HGleurs 


< THE HEIGHT OF GOOD TASTE 
BY A GREAT MASTER 


BIENAIME 


BIENAIME 


PARFUMEUR A PARIS 


Perfect poise owes much 
to those many intimate 
touches se faithfully 


Kirby 
Beard 


Teace wane 


BOB PINS - HAIRPINS - SAFETY PINS 
PINS & NEEDLES. Made in England 
by Kirby Beard & Co. Led. 
Birmingham, 12, and obtain- 

able everywhere. 
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home until 11 or even midnight. Will 
you be all right?” 

“Oh, yes,” she said. She could feel 
herself filled with love for him, with love 


a 
for his understanding, for his not new fashions 
insisting that she go. For the mountains, 
with their bleak roads, even the thoughts 
of them, made her unhappy. “I'll be 


a * 
need new td 
just fine. I’ll wait up for you.” 


“Well, you needn’t do that,” he said. Smart women choose La 
“But you'll probably stay here the Déesse because they like 
evening, won’t you? I mean, you won't the smooth control plus 
be going out? It seems to me that 

a : ie 9 comfort that helps them 
you’ ve been a little nervous lately. 


“TIl stay right here,” she said. “I'll wear the new fashions 


NO DULL DRAB HAIR 


When You Use 


Purpose Lovalon 


Easy and quick to use after a shampoo, 

LOVALON Hair Rinse does 4 things to 

give YOUR hair beauty and glamour: 
1. Adds rich, beautiful color to hair. 
2. Brings out lustrous highlights. 

3. Rinses away shampoo or soap film. 
4. Leaves hair soft, easy to manage. 
Does not permanently dye or bleach... 
harmless, odorless. Goes on easily, stays 
on, washes off when you wish, Your 
choice of 12 shades. Try LOVALON today. 


‘ 35¢ and 15¢ sizes 


i at stores which sell 


toilet goods 


CANADA'S FOREMOST .. 


MONTREAL 


7 B Ps 
et - «9 ee 


AT BETTER SHOPS ACROSS CANADA — 





be right here waiting for you. I'll stay 
home all evening and listen to the radio 
and I'll wait for you.” 

**You don’t look very well to me,”’ he 
said. “ You don’t look strong. After your 
birthday, we'll have to take you to a 
doctor and make you strong again.” 

“Yes,” she said. She began drooping. 
She could feel herself not being strong, 
feel herself being in bed, being taken 
care of, “Yes, I don’t feel well.” 

““T’ll be back as soon as I can,” he 
said, “but it will probably be close to 
midnight. You’re sure you won’t be 
afraid, that you'll lock everything up 
tight?” 

“Yes,” she said, “I promise. I'll stay 
right here, and I’ll lock everything up.” 

He kissed her and she clung to him, 
feeling the roughness of his coat, the 
smoothness of his cheek. How wonderful 
it was to have a kind, thoughtful hus- 
band who could ignore his wife’s 
peculiarities, her illnesses. 

““Good-by,” she said. “Have a nice 
trip. Drive carefully. Come home 
early.” 

“IT can’t until midnight,” he said. He 
looked reproachful. “I can’t get here 
any sooner.” 

“IT know,” she said. “Not until mid- 
night. It’s a long trip.” 


AND THEN he was gone, and she was 
alone, and she expected to feel very bad. 
She would lie down and rest and relax. 
But there was the kitchen to straighten 
up, and the rooms to dust, and the radio 
to play, and such wonderful sunshine to 
look at. 

I’ll read up all my favorite magazines, 
she told herself. I'll listen the whole day 
to the radio. I'll take a long slow warm 
bath; I'll nap. Pll be luxuriously lazy. 

But by noon everything had been 
done. The reading, the radio listening, 
the dusting, the napping. And she was 
restless. She wanted to get away. She 
wanted to see somebody. Anybody. 
There was Mrs. Anderson. But Mrs. 
Anderson wanted to talk only about het 
baby. And Mrs. Beaucamp, but Mrs. 
Beaucamp was so much in love with her 
husband, she wanted only to talk about 
him. And there was Sylvia Forrester. 
But she didn’t want to see Sylvia. And 
Pete Baker. But Pete was a man, and 
married women don’t go around calling 
on men. 

So she lunched alone. She put on her 
new brown suit that had such wonderful 
material and a lovely fur collar, but was 
much too straight for her slim figure, and 


| went out to a tearoom. It was nice, the 


tearoom. There were fresh-faced old 
ladies with purple violets on their hats, 
and fresh-faced young ladies with pink 
roses in their hair, and little feathery- 
light rolls and chicken salad to eat. 
It was lovely, and after she had eaten 
“Two cups of coffee, please,’”’—she 
# Continued on page 82 


with distinction and 
charm, 


Likyelle™ brassiere of fine satin 


gives perfect support. Three cup sizes; 
A, B and C. (Style no. 5000). 


LaDeesse front lace corset has 

—— 

extra zipper closing* and inside hooks. 

Made in fine rayon brocade (Style 

6800). Also in sturdy coutil (Style 6801) 
*Pat. Pending 


CORSE 


COMPANY LIMITEO 


Within two seconds, each giant drive wheel 
of a locomotive running at high speed makes 
more than 11 complete revolutions! 


Test shows how fast 
Aspirin disintegrates 
in your stomach! 


And as this glass-of-water 
test proves, within two 
seconds after you take 

Aspirin, it starts to go 
to work, to bring 


FAST PAIN RELIEF 


When an ordinary headache, neuritic or neuralgic pain is making you 


miserable, use ASPIRIN for fast relief. 


As millions know from experience, ASPIRIN is one thing that really 
works quickly . . . it starts to go to work in two seconds! And the reason 
for this amazing speed is that when ASPIRIN is made, three important 


steps are taken... not just one. 


In addition, ASPIRIN is a single active ingredient that is so gentle 


to the system that it has been used .. . year in 
and year out... by millions of normal people 
. . . without ill effect! So use ASPIRIN—with 
confidence! 


ALWAYS ASK 
FOR GENUINE 
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Canada Exports Fashion 


by Evelyn Kelly. Fashion Editor 


Louis Berger’s brown schiffli 
sheer, left, has exquisite drapery 
forming cap sleeves and shaping 
keyhole neckline. The hat, a 
Stetson Breton sailor. Below: 
Gerhard Kennedy’s — sharkskin 
sports suit, a Gibson Girl blouse 
nipped and fitted for hip-hugging 
tuckability, the slender slacks 


precision-tailored. In bright blue. 


YOU DON’T have to go back too many years to the days 
when Canada was a brave young new world, almost 
entirely dependent on imports for the existence of her 
pioneering people. In those fur-trading days news and 
arrivals of cargo-heavy sailing vessels from the rich Old 
World were awaited eagerly, anxiously, for it was a serious 
matter of food and clothing. 

The situation has been reversed over the years—in a fairly 
short time, as the history pages fly. As one big industry after 
another has grown to importance, Canada’s export trade 
has been developed steadily, until today she stands third 
among the world’s exporting nations. 

Take, for instance, our flourishing textile and apparel 
industry. 

Did you know that even before the war Canadian-made 
dresses—high-priced ones at that—-were exported to India, 
South Africa, West Indies, New York, London, Australia? 

That right now Canadian-made garments, dresses, ski suits, 
sportswear, are being sold in the United States? Faster than 
orders can be filled? 

Here Chatelaine gives you a peek behind the scenes in 
three new styles by Canadians who have built up fine repu- 
tations for Canadian fashions far beyond this country’s 
boundaries. 

Opposite, you see a dramatic new print by Lawrence 
Sperber of Montreal. Sperber worked out a motif depicting 
the maple leaf, our national emblem, as particularly significant 
for world export. The actual design was drawn by a Canadian 
artist, Edith Jackson of Montreal. Her original sketch went 
to the art department of Bruck Mills, Cowansville, Que., 
where through several operations the design was transferred 
to silk screens. This is a tricky business, for each color, after 
being matched to the Sperber specifications requires a separate 
stencil. A fine rayon faille, known as morocaine, is stretched 
on 70-yard tables, and, from there on, everything is done 
by hand, slowly and carefully. Result: an all-Canadian 
creation right from the artist’s paints to the last stitch in the 
dress. 

Sperber, one of our outstanding original designers, is a 
man of courage and vision, was among the first to go out and 
sell Canadian fashion to foreign markets. As early as 1934 
Sperber dresses were exported to Australia and South Africa, 
In 1936 his London office was opened, and until the Munich 
upset curtailed all European shipments, a good business was 
done in England and on the Continent. His largest markets 
are in the United States and South Africa at the present time, 

Louis Berger, Toronto, has had notable success exporting 
to New York. This house has a fine reputation for exquisite 
hand beading, used last year on bright print dresses which 
sold in New York like the proverbial hot cakes. In the design 
illustrated above, at left, Berger gives a new surface to a 
sheer crepe. The fabric is stitched diagonally and horizontally 
to form tiny, tiny squares, which at first glance appear to be 
a very fine waffle weave. This is known as schiffli sheer - 
a fabric which remains trim and smart wherever it may travel, 
withstands humidity, and because of the delicate but firm 
stitching, holds its shape. This same schiffli process was 
used very successfully in satins and moirés last season, and 
sold well in New York. 

From out of the West comes that talented young designet 
Gerhard Kennedy, whose + Coniinued on page 1 


Opposite: the Maple Leaf print, an original 
Lawrence Sperber design, its motif by Ecith 
Jackson, Montreal artist. The fabric, a printed 
morocaine known as a Hando-craft print, by Bruck 
Mills, Cowansville, Que. The hat, a Swiss Rio straW 
by Peggy Anne, Toronto. Bag by Du-Val, Toronta 





Canada’s eml m becomes the brilliant motif in 
a hand-screened morocaine designed, produced and 
made up for special showing at the International Trade 
Fair in Toronto next month, and for exe i preview 


in Chatelaine. An entirely Canadian fabric that takes 


equally well to the casual sports frock ‘low, and the 


smoothly fitted afternoon dress, at left 
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LETTUCE 


Enjoy the juices of 8 fresh 
vegetables combined 


@ Each glass of V-8* gives 
you the bracing, zesty goodness 


PARSLEY of eight garden-fresh vegetable 


é 


TOMATOES 


juices! An inspired combination! 
Eight times as flavorful as any one 
juice! V-8 is the perfect start for 


breakfast and for every meal. 


For lunch or a late snack, 

enjoy a big glass of V-8 with a 
sandwich. Ask for V-8 at your 
grocer's! Get the appetizing 
goodness of eight 

vegetables. See how 

V-8's inimitable flavor 

makes all other 


foods taste better! 


*V-8 is o trade-mark owned in Canada by 
Standard Brands Limited. 


Enchanted Spring 


Continued from page 24 


words for it, as symbols of all that was 
basic, elemental in life. Then I crept up 
the stairs to bed. 

* * * 

The girl lay very still and for a minute 
the words stopped forming in her mind. 
There were only pictures, the lights and 
colors of the next day, strange and new 
as if she had stepped into a foreign 
country, She had gone to classes, and 
lack df sleep had heightened rather than 
dulled her perception. Only once, in 
French class, her head jerked up. “It 
mother knew!”’ she thought. “She'd die. 
She’d just die!” 

But of course mother wouldn’t know. 
And she felt no special consciousness ol 
luck that nothing had happened to 


That was the ay 


| is world away from 


It was for young peo nly, 
and so long as the y were 
they were enchanted, safe. 
was different. There the meaning! 
rules dogged you. “ You must wear y« 
white gloves, dear.”” “A nice girl neve 
goes out without a 
hat.”” And nothing 
crazy and_= sweet 
could ever be harm- J | 
less. One ste p out- 
side convention and 


you were doomed, 


By FLORENCE B. JACOBS 


Chris saw the frog leaping across the 
road in the glare of Bronty’s headlights 
just a second before Mike grabbed it 
and shoved it into a pail. Ina flash he 
was back in the car. “‘Want to catch the 
next one?” he grinned, starting the car 
again. 

“No!” Chris shuddered. “And why 
frogs anyway?” . 

“My homework.” He looked down at 
her, tilting one eyebrow. “I’m doing 
some experiments—an obscure affliction 
of the critters, known as Red Leg.” 

“Oh.” She looked at him demurely. 
“Anything I can do in the interests of 


” 
science 


“Wench. Don’t look at me that way. 
Taking my mind off my work!” Then he 
was out of the car again, lithe and quick. 

It must have taken an hour, a crazy 
hour of stopping and starting and leap- 
ing and falling and laughing before he 

had enough. But at last he handed her 

the pail. ““‘Here—” He slid into the 
and turned to grin down at her. 

r eves held, and Chris felt the surge 
tement rise mn het chest. It was 

the rush and energy of the 

he quick exciting cold. 

bent his head and his mouth 

came down on hers, 

young and hard and 

} sweet. It was like 

L, | | that Beethoven he 
: 4 had played, and 
the Raggle - taggle 
Gypsies, and some 


“But I’m not,” she oy of their laughing 


laughed _ softly 


herself, drawir 


“Julie's o queer one!" 


Mis’ Perkins will sputter, 


“Traipsing the 


“Fetching t 


dows wi 
night out 
but underne 
pulse of excitement. 


“A 


Anything can hap- 


pen,” it said. It never had, but it 
might. Then Mike stopped in 

her desk. “Did you ever go catching 
frogs?” he asked abruptly. 

“No—” 

“You're not too old to start,” he said 
solemnly. “‘Come along.” 

Chris came. The car waiting at the 
curb was absurd. It was a browned-off 
yellow two-seater and it had only one 
door. ““Meet Bronty,” Mike said 
cavalierly. “Short for Brontosaurus. 
That’s how old she is.”” He handed her 
in through the door that wasn’t there. 
“She belongs to Dinty, my lab partner, 
but she’s ours for tonight.” 

Then they were snorting through the 
streets, the rush of wind in their faces. 
Outside town Mike turned down a 
bumpy country lane. Jouncing, Chris 
laughed, remembering all her mother’s 
warnings about riding in cars with bovs. 
“She never said anything about chi 


frogs,”’ she thought. 
a 
Suddenly the car stopped so sh 


bucked. **There’s one oa hissed Mike. 


too. His arm was 
around her and the 
roughness of his 


coat was against her 


» fialde ' 
ees cheek. She opened 
And her shed in 


“hiy yt 
a ctutter! her eves and saw a 


bluebel Star, very bright, im 
sluebells . 


the black sky behind 


Chen he 


you, 
he said. 
he reached for 
and ~—_ brake, 
ising it. 
“Careful of those 
frogs,” he said. 


IN THE days that 
followed Chris learn- 
she was in love. 
ing, so long as Mike 
ere, Was completely good. 

It might be just chocolate in the 
coffee shop or climbing down the cliff 
toward the water when the wind blew. 
Arguing out her theme in philosophy or 
kissing him good night after working all 
evening in the library. It didn’t matter. 

They never bothered much about 
regular dates. Mike was working hard, 
expecting to graduate, and oddly 
enough Chris found it easv to pour some 
of the energy love generated into extra 
work. Shows seemed like a waste of 
time—the long hours of sitting needed 
physi al re lease. Be sides, the y had both 
had plenty of dates before. This was 
different. This was talking without 
words. This was planning the work they 
would do, the home they would have. 
his was loving. For always. 

Oft n they walked; once after working 
ull day they rented bikes and went 
rac ng down hills, shouting into the 
chuSK, 





Marboleum’s glowing beauty gives colour and 


charm to the whole interior, accents its good taste and 


reflects the owner’s appreciation of lovely, gracious things. 


Marboleum’s beauty is so very long lasting. It keeps its newness 
and its colour with such little care. And it’s such a 
comfortable floor besides. Marboleum is always 
resilient, always comfortable under foot. 
Supplies are still scarce but it would be well to plan 
your Marboleum floor now. Ask your linoleum 


dealer for ideas and colour suggestions, 


DOMINION OILCLOTH & LINOLEUM 


FOR 
Company, Limited MONTREAL 


BEAUTIFUL, RESILIENT FLOORS 
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are wearing...and why... 


w 


WHENEVER YOU SEE a wood 
floor with that superb, richly 
polished look, count on one 
thing. It’s almost sure to be 
wearing a shining “carpet” of 
Johnson’s Paste Wax. Nothing 
else adds quite the same rich, 
mellow beauty. And with 
Johnson's Electric Polisher to 
do the work, buffing couldn’t 
be easier. Snap a switch and the 
whirling brush wax-polishes 
your floors for you! 


You'll find that genuine 
Johnson's Paste Wax saves tedi- 
ous hours of housework, too. 
Its shining, protective coat lasts 
so long, and is so easy to dust. 
You'll also discover that John- 
son’s Paste Wax is the best pos- 
sible way to beautify and protect 
furniture, woodwork, and 100 
other household things. 


Rent a Johnson's Electric 
Polisher 
To make wax-polishing easy, your 
dealer may be able to rent you a 
Johnson's Electric Polisher at small 
cost by the day. 


gana the beouty of sine howe- 


’, 
...with JOHNSON S 
Poste Wax, Liquid Cleaning & Polishing Wax, 
Cream Wax, Self Polishing Glo-Cost, 


Smile a while with 
Fibber McGee and Molly 
Tuesday nights CBC 


The girls in the house thought it odd. 
“Doesn’t he ever take you out on real 
dates?” Marian asked. 

Chris shrugged. “We have more fun 
our way,” she said. 

Then, two weeks later, he did. It was 
the Science Formal. Somehow Mike 
knew that while a girl may protest she 
doesn’t care for the conventional thing, 
deep down there is always part of her 
that hungers to do just what all the 
others do. The Science Formal is where 
every girl dreams of going. 

Chris spent a long time dressing for 
that dance. Marian lent her a white 
taffeta because Chris’ old blue with 
the covered shoulders and puffed 
sleeves suddenly looked pitifully young 
and naive. Lil offered a velvet wrap 
sprinkled with sequins. 

Downstairs Mike waited for her in the 
sitting-room. His eyes lit up when he 
saw her, but they were considering, too. 

“You look different in that,” he said. 

“How?” she asked. 

“Every way. Older. . 

They drove to the dance in a taxi, 
although it was only a short way. When 


” 


they got out on the sidewalk the music 
came out with a heavy exciting rhythm. 

“Happy?” Mike asked. 

“Of course...” 

They danced and danced, and every 
dance Mike held her a little tighter. 
The gym got hotter and stuffier; in 
between dances they watched the 
miniature Niagara Falls the decorations 
committee had rigged up at one end of 
the gym. The splashing made a cool 
sound. when the orchestra stopped play- 
ing, but the room stayed hot. Finally 
Mike said, “‘Let’s get a breath of fresh 
air.” He kept his hand on her arm, 
guiding her from the floor and along the 
hall. They turned a corner and there was 
no one in sight. Mike’s grip tightened, 
turning her toward him. “Oh Chris, 
darling ...” He was kissing her, and 
she had been wanting him to kiss her 
ever since they started dancing, but it 
was different. It wasn’t like the other 
times at all. He looked down at her and 
his eyes were different from the night 
they were alone in the Old Arts Build- 
ing. 

“What is it?” Chris thought. “‘ Every- 
thing’s supposed to be all right if you go 
somewhere there’s a crowd, and all 
wrong if you do something by your- 
selves...” Her head ached a 
bit and the puzzling 
“Mother will be pleased to knov 
to the Science Formal, and she 
worry if she knew about ou 
time Ss, but they were right a a 


” 


they were better 
Mike ran his hands down from 

shoulders over her Dare arms. 
Chris,” he said, “‘dancing with you lik 
that 
and then he spoke, 
her cheek. “Let’s get 
said. 


Chris went to the cloakroom. 


” He started to kiss her again, 
ag 


powdered her nose slowly and found 
her hand was trembling when she tried 
to put on fresh lipstick. “You don’t 
have to be afraid,” she kept telling her- 
self. “You just say no.” But this was 
Mike. 

He was waiting for her in the hall, 
suddenly strange in his heavy overcoat. 
She joined him silently and they went 
out to the street. Mike walked with 
long swift strides and Chris had a hard 
time keeping up. The silver slippers 
were not very good for walking in—not 
like her brogues. It was cold, and Lil’s 


wrap wasn’t nearly warm enough. Mike 
looked straight ahead. Chris clutched 
the wrap together at the neck and began 
to shiver. And then all of a sudden he 
noticed. “Why, you poor baby,” he 
said. “ You’re freezing.” 

“It’s all right,” she said, her teeth 
chattering. “Why did you want to come 


away in such a hurry?” 

He didn’t say anything for a minute. 
And then he smiled. “Why, I just 
wanted some coffee,” he said. 

She looked at him, and he was the old 
Mike. 

But she knew that wasn’t what he’d 


wanted, at all. 


AFTER THAT, term’s end came creep- 
ing up, like a fear in the night, a fierce 
pain, a wild thing waiting to pounce. 

Thev had begun to look at each other 
desperately in the short moments they 
stole from studying. 

“Darling. I'll miss you all the time.” 

“A year. How’'ll | bear it?” 

For it was all decided. Mike had a job 
in a research lab waiting. But it would 
take a vear to get established, to save. 

“And it will give you time to be sure, 
Chris. You’re so young, darling.” 

“As if I needed time.” 

“But vou do, darling. I don’t. But 
you do.” ‘ 

“Idiot. Trying to sound so much 
older.” 

“Tam.” 

“You’re not. I hate old people. They 
fuss. And they worry.” 

He grinned down at her. “We won't. 
And I'll write every day.” 

7 will too.” 

** And I’II be able to take the occasional 
week end off. After all, I’ve got to meet 
your family.” 

“Of course.” The family. She was 
silent. The two worlds would have to 
touch. She shivered. It could be like a 
collision of planets. 

When, finally, the time came, it was 
as bad as she had known it would be. It 
was worse. It was sitting in the train 
and remembering the little crooked 
smile he had given her after they kissed 
good-by, feeling the cold settle in her 
breast and spread all through her, out to 
her inger tips, Hearing the wheels 
pound “Going away, going away, going 
away 1 the distance growing and 
growing, ] iless and cold. 

1e, and home now was 
le looked at you 
what was In your 
eel youl unspoken 
your sudde n 
» elation any 
r, and the 
‘i won't be 

toda y 
Mike came to town. She 
n better. She had 
Do 1 hom g enough to know that 
Conver ion was ( rod, that the rule s were 
rigid, not to be flouted by any two 
ple in love. But seeing him was like 
coming alive again. She didn’t think, 


she just felt. 


peo 


And she knew she had to see him 
alone. That was why they went canoe- 
ing on Sunday, 

It was June, it was blue and gold, it 
was Mike in a white shirt with the 
sleeves rolled up and his arms strong 
and rhythmic plying the paddle. It was 
their old happiness, carefree now, in a 
summer mood. Forgetting, too, the 
stilted conversation at the supper table 
the night before, her parents’ questions 
and considering eyes . 
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Surface Cooking ee ae 
fast-heating Orie ore: 
adi be Units. Fv! 
oe eats eliminate 
: guesswork—extra as' 


to simmer. 
= 




















Big Even-Heat Oven 


Automatically pre-heats, bakes and roasts: 
Extra-heavy insulation for economy and 
kitchen comfort. 





High-speed Broiler 
Broils evenly over whole surface. Special grid 
to prevent odors. Waist high—easy to clean. 






Radiantube Cooking Units 


Give faster heat at lower cost. Fully enclosed 
they are self-cleaning. Handy removable bow! 
to catch spill-overs. 











ae 
Thermizer Deep-Well Cooker . 
Cooks an entire meal, or can be used as a small 


oven for baking a few potatoes, custards, ete, 
Also fine for making puddings, 
















Youre twice as sure with two great names 


Frigidalre made only by General Moror. Ss 


Cook-Master Oven Control 


Oven turns on, cooks meal, turns off, automatic- 
ally, while you're away. Also serves as con- 
venient kitchen clock. 


Meet the 
Frigidatre Cold-Wall 


eS 








Let your Frigidaire Dealer 
show you the matching 
beauty and convenience 
a Frigidaire Refrigerator 
and Frigidaire Electric 
Range can bring to your 
kitchen. Find his name 
in Classified Telephone 
Directory, or write for 
free booklet ““What every 
Housewife should know 
about Electric Cooking.” 
Address Frigidaire Prod- 
ucts of Canada, Limited, 
Dept. C, Leaside, Ontario. 






Special design—chilling coils built into walls—provides 






moist cold, so foods stay fresh, vitamin-rich; never need 







be covered. Holds 35 pounds of frozen foods. Quickube 









Trays give trigger-quick ice service. Cold-making mech- 
anism—the famous Meter-Miser—is simplest ever built: 






uses less current than an ordinary light bulb. 





Frigidatre made only by 
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of cream cheese or wt 
ream and rf 
hernes Yield: 6 to 8 
servings. 
















































You'll make many a delicious cold 
dish like this with a McClary 
Electric Refrigerator. And you'll get 
deep-down satisfaction because of its 
wonderful convenience features and 
its long and satisfactory service. 


ina hurry. The McClary has large ice 
capacity, large capacity for bottles, 
meat, vegetables, etc. Shelves are 
strong and easily removed. Interior 
is lighted. The food compartment 
is porcelain enameled, stain resist- 
ing and easy to keep clean. 

Ask your McClary dealer to show 
you all the convenience features of 
the McClary Electric Refrigerator. 


RANGES - REFRIGERATORS 


M [LAR AIR CONDITIONING UNITS 


FURNACES 
prvduéa of 
aa Ts: 










Trouble-free operation is guaran- 
teed by the McClary Sealed Unit. 
Cold control almost instantly pro- 
vides lower temperatures for freezing 
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happily, hand in hand, as the blue dusk 


Geepened into n 
They had no 


have our OW! canoe,” M ke 





year we'll 
promised as he opened 
house. 


to catch trains, 


“And you won't have 


Chris said fervently, and then caught 


her breath. Her mother was standing in 
the hall and the | th. tt 


lines by her mouth, the 


strained tightness around her eyes, told 


Chris all she needed to Know. 


“WHERE HAVE been all this 


you 


time?” she asked tautly. “‘We waited 
supper for you! 

“pe thee” Chu id 

I m sorry, mother TIS Sai 


lamely, “I thought you knew we might 


have supper out.” 

“I’m sorry if we put you to any 
trouble,” Mike said easily. 

“Trouble it’s not tha hat matters! 


roi 


It’s vou two being off 





ali that 


“Here it comes!” Chris thought 
drearily. “‘] might have known. What a 
fool I was!” 

Afterward she could that 


gntmare. 


remember 
interview only as a scene In a ni 
There ng beside 
her mother, saying things about “‘No 
and Mike ’s 


growing to where further apology was 


was her father stand 


gentleman anger 


im possible . 
Her 


would 


“What 


people seeing you think?” and 


her’s i { 
mother’s icy demand, 


her own bewildered protests: “But 
there’s nothing wrong with going 


” 


canoeing together. All the girls... 
And her mother cutting in: “In a 
group. Nota girl and a man!” 
Her father saying, “Our daughter is 
young. But you are older. If you cared 
for her, you would have thought of her 


re putation.’ 
There were white lines around Mike’s 
mouth now. “I do care for her. 


1 want 
to marry her 
Her 


father gave a short laugh. “‘There’ll be 


The final explosion came then. 


no talk of marrying for my daughter for 
What is more, Mrs. 


not intend to 


some 
James 
see you again until at least a year has 


years yet. 


and I do Nave fe 


os 


' 


That is 


, ( iy in bed, numbed 
It was incredible. The 
we verfect, and now 
c ‘ t much-—how could 
ate m? Impossible for her to 
; end tl fear A year. He 
e packing now, leaving. She 


! ¢ hin ' 
dat se" m again. 


But gradually e numbness ebbed. 
A vear. Ever a vear what would 
? After today, after the hard 
c ‘ now would they ever 
hin ick to the house? It 
‘ etter 1 year. Then 
t might as well be now! 
The thought was like the shock of 
‘ wate ‘ ng her tingling. They 
ré net Vny Ww uit? 
The house waa lent. Gils a 
er the edge of the bed, 
hed for he thes. Not daring to 
it on the light, she shrugged into her 
‘ ked up her purse. That was 
5 d take with her. 
None f the stairs creaked. Better 
I ick door. The click of the 


less likely to be heard up- 


stairs. It clicked. Still no sound from 


side “Good-by,” she said softly, 
“Good-by!” Then she was running 
down the street. 

Mike had been lying on his back on 


the bed, letting the hot anger ebb out, 
“Chris—the poor 
time for a 


tirea miuscry 
kid—she’ll rough 
but what could I do?” 

When the telephone rang right beside 
him he jerked up. “Hullo?” 


“Mike!” 


seep In, 
have a 


while 


“Chris—what’s happening? Where 
are you?” 
“I’m in the cafe right next to the 


hot« * ome down. 


He came, grabbing up his coat, feeling 


the tingl 


ngling dest 


¢ to see her crowding 
out the tight aching feeling in his head. 
She 


was sitting in a booth in her soft 


fawn polo coat. Her eagerness when she 
him 


saw made her 


look touchingly 

young. He sat down opposite her and 

touched her hand lying on the table. 
“Chris 


never dre amed 


I’m so sorry it happened. I 
they’d feel like that 


1 «Se ” 
about it 


Her 


matter. 


was calm. 


Voce “Tt doesn’t 
Something like that would have 
been bound to happen sometime any- 
way. They don’t sce things the way we 
do, and we'd never have been able to 
remember all the things that aren’t the 
Proper Thing.” 

“But—” 

Her 
well be now as later.” 

“Darling . we'll work it out some- 
how. I'll make them like me. But you’d 
better go back now. 


gaze was direct. 


“It might as 


No use making 
them any more angry.” 

She was silent for a minute, looking 
down at their hands on the table. “ Mike 
—do you want me to go back?” 

“You mean 
now?” 

“Yes.” 

His eyes were on hers and she would 
have sworn there was love in them, but 
he paused, Too long. 


we should get married 


“Then that’s that,” she said dully 
“You didn’t really want me. I shouldn’t 
ve come, 

She 





gathered up her purse from th: 


table as if she were picking up her pride 
““Good-by—” 


BUT MIKE’S hand was on her wrist 


“Sit down,” he said roughly, “and don’ 
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CONCENTRATED 
TO CLING EVEN THROUGH DINNER 


This new 10,000 times more beautiful lip make-up, 
never deserts your lips when there's a public. 
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It’s not so much a question of manners. Making up in public does dispel a woman’s glamour. Now at 
last Lady Esther has discovered how to concentrate color so that it never deserts your lips in patches ... 
never piles up in a ring. Without retouching you can go through dinner, through the entire evening 
with lips that are vibrantly beautiful, happily soft and smooth. LIPCOLORS by Lady Esther come 
in seven heavenly shades, ranging from Bridal Pink to Crimson Bronze—each a clear, living color. 


At least one will be very lucky for you. At all drug and department stores. 


$1.25 
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ZO 


—st , A 
Uftnia) fPre_ 


time, 
She « 


them, spring Mike ov 


| 


u’d never be — difliculty, but the 

from her voice. “I think we'd all better 
oo 
us. 


as if he were would you have some coffee with 


» their side '. the Mike shook his he ad. “Thank you, 


"re talking like but I'll have to catch my tram. Then 
on’t want to be he was looking at Chris as if the others 

weren't there. He bent his head and 
tlikethem.I’m kissed her lightly. “PU write you 
J. I want you tomorrow,” he said. ] come 


”» 


; , 
t come over- back soon. 
) to you like a Strangely, her 


hands with him. 
had felt brave . 


ner ¢ 


ht he would be The very old, and the young, talk to 
themselves. The girl in the white night- 


00,” he said gown stirred in bed. “It was a long time 
LOO, i¢ Sali ZOwn stirred in Dea, was 2 & iS trme 
~ 


to wait, she said. “" > i ng.” And 
af 


her 


“They spoil then she smiled. She rar nd along 


She could see I husband’s arm, flung owt over the 


t Mike. They overs, wasn t ad, after all,” she 


le all the 


tly. “And 
If they’d 
nes they 
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y then too, 
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IAT, Yes, you'll tied people ere agreeing: 
snaagn toned 


Of all cars, only one is Number One, only 
Chevrolet for 1948 is first, because it alone gives 
BIG-CAR QUALITY AT LOWEST COST — stepped-up in style and 
value! That's why more people drive Chevrolets— and more 


people want Chevrolets— than any other make of car. 


A PRODUCT OF GENERAL MOTORS 










































































GOYA, Europe's most discussed perfumer, knows that every 
women needs « perfect perfume ... Goya now presents three 
tiny bandbag phials, each containing less thaw a thimbleful of 

perfection, but many times stronger amd more lasting than 


ordsnary perfumes! Ai jour favourite perfume counter. 


—* The gift bottle, 21 doliars © The bandbaz phial, 75 cents 


MADE, PACKED AND SEALED IN ENGLAND BY 
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Tree. fresh Scttersweet 
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"GREAT EXPECTATIONS 
Lottie, Abering 


BOND STREET @ 


Here's distinctive glass- 
ware! You'll thrill to 
these sparkling open 
stock designs — delight- 
fully different sand-carved 
and hand cur patterns by 
Monogram. 


Want exclusive glass- 
ware? Then have your 
initials sand-carved on 
each piece. See the charm- 
ing sets of Monogram 
Decorative Glassware at 
better stores everywhere. 


MONOGRAM 


eS | Adds a mote of distinction 
to your bome. 


‘ 00ers PEs 


THE Monocram GLASS COMPANY OF CANADA LIMITED 
20 WELLINGTON ST. WEST, TORONTO 
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The Truth About the 
Menopause Continued from page 30 


Dr. Cleghorn's Answers 


Is there any surgical technique or 
medical treatment that can either 
prevent or greatly shorten the gen- 
eral course of menopause? 

The me nopause cannot be prevent d, 
It can be brought on prematurely by 
interfering with ovarian function by 
X-rays, radium or by surgical re moval 


(“ Artificial menopause,” following re- 
moval of the ovaries, ts often more 
severe than the natural menopause, but 
can be alleviated by appropriate treat- 
ment.) The course of change of life 
can be shortened by similar means, but 
this should only be done when in the 
opinion of expert medical advisers cer- 
tain indications exist suggesting such 
action. The course of disturbing symp- 
toms can be altered in several ways: 

(1) Psychotherapy. This includes 
counseling, enlightenment and advice 
from authoritative sources In conjunc- 
tion with careful physical examination. 
More intensive personality adjustment 
by interviews with a psychiatrist may 
also be necessary for individuals in 
whom anxiety and conflicts abound. 

(2) Sedation (which means the use of 
drugs to reduce nervous tension), but 
only where prescribed by a physician. 

(3) Hormone therapy. The adminis- 
tration of various oestrogenic (female 
sex hormone) preparations has been 
attended by success in many cases since 
their introduction some 10 years ago. 
These are roughly of two varieties. The 
first must be given by injection; the 
second, more recently developed, can be 
taken by mouth. The latter prepara- 
tions are generally satisfactory and of 
course easier to administer. There is, 
however, the danger that women may 
try to medicate themselves with these 
preparations. Hormone therapy should 


The Trath About the 
Menopause Continued from page 31 


Dr. Stern's Answers 


menstruation) lasting for one year. At 
the age of 24, following another tragic 
ipheaval which involved her father, to 
whom she was very much attached, and 
her stepmother, she had a_ profuse 
uterine haemorrhage. At the age of 36, 
immediately following her father’s death, 
she had another profuse uterine haemor- 
rhage which was so strong that it 
prevented her from attending the fu- 
neral. This patient had a very bad time 
during her menopause, with depression, 
anxiety and numerous physical dis- 
turbances. 


Should a woman accept these 
emotional disturbances as part of 
the process which must be endured? 

As we pointed out above, the majority 
of women have no emotional disturb- 
ances during the menopause; therefor: 
such emotional disturbances, if thev 
occur, should always make her seck 
expert psychiatric guidance. However, a 
mild degree of depressiveness or irrita- 
bility is often not serious enough to 
warrant technical psychological treat- 
ment, 








only be taken under the direction and + 
the adice of a physician. This type « 
medicine replaces the secretion of t 
ovary, but since the normal bod 
process is one in which ovarian activit 
steadily declines, it ts both artificial ar 
harmful to keep up the taking of t! 
hormone by mouth or by injection, { 
more than a few months. The eff 
of this treatment must be judged by it 
influence on the hot flushes (prima: 
phenomenon) and not on the host « 
other symptoms seen in menopausal 
women. It will be far less effectiy 
dished out without ceremony than ij 


intelligent interest ts taken by the doctor 
to treat the patient as a troubled persor 
who probably needs encouragement, 
advice, and understanding as well. 


What is the approved medical 
treatment for a normal healthy 
woman entering menopause? 
Should she consult her physician at 
the outset? 

No medical treatment ts necessary for 
a normal healthy woman entering the 
climacteric if she has no symptoms. If 
she has minor complaints, probably 
understanding, explanation of the na- 
ture and innocence of the process may 
be sufficient to alleviate these and dispel 
the wealth of myth and fear shrouding 
the subject. Since most women carry 
a legacy of misunderstanding about the 


“change of life,” tt is wise for them to 
seck proper information in order to get 
an accurate idea of the process. It might 
be better to get this orientation long 
before the onset of this period. Then 
they could know what to expect and 
recognize any urgent indications for 
secking medical opinion. Statistics on 
women’s troubles at this time are mostly 
derived from those going to a doctor 
for treatment and are thus not represen- 
tative of a cross-section of society. 
Those women who do not go because 
they have no need, or feel they must 
endure, are not counted. 


Is there any truth in the belief 
that insanity is more prevalent at 
this time in a woman’s life? 


“Insanity” is a concept as vast as 
“physical illness” and there are forms of 
insanity as different from one another 
as a sore toenail is from pneumonia, 
Taking, therefore, “insanity” in this 
general meaning, we can say that it Is 
not more frequent during this time of 
life. There are, however, forms of 
insanity which have a tendency to occur 
more frequently during the declining 
phase of life. They are not closely 
tied to the menopause in the strict sense 
of the word but are equally spaced, as 
lar as their time of onset is concerned, 
over the whole span from middle life to 


old age, 


How can the fear of mental 
instability at this time be eradicated 
as a factor? 


\ great number of fairy tales exist 
about the danger cliffs of the menopause. 
Just as a vast number of young women 
are erroneously informed about suc 
things as child-bearing, labor pains, etc., 

ey are equally misled about the men 
pause. There should be more widespre 
education on this subject. It is qui 
clear from what has been said above th: 


il & woman is adjusted generally there 


+} 



















FAST RELIEF, 
help feed 
famished muscles 
with fresh blood! 


@ When strenuous activity 
leaves your muscles stiff 
\ and sore... help Nature 
get them back to normal! 

Rub on Absorbine Jr.! 


What makes those mus- 
cles shout with pain is often 
simply that they’re fam- 
ished. Your extra effort has 
burned up their nourish- 
ment. But rub those muscles 
with famous Absorbine Jr. 
and you help step up the 
local circulation. Then fresh 
blood supplies fresh nourish-* 
ment... those tired muscles 
can relax, pain eases—you'll 
say: ‘Ah, what relief!” 
Always keep Absorbine Jr. 
handy. Get a bottle from 
your druggist today. Only 
$1.25, and there’s nothing 
like this famous formula! 


W. F. Young, Inc., 
Lyman House, Montreal. 


Absorbine Jr. 


nothing to be feared about the meno- 
pause. Only if she has unresolved con- 
flicts, or if she finds herself in a tragic 
life situation, should she be aware of the 
possibility of emotional instability dur- 
ing that time. This means that in order 
to avoid the emotional dangers of the 
menopause one should straighten out 
one’s life problems much earlier. How- 
ever, there is in addition much fear of 
actual insanity. Common psychiatric 
knowledge shows that those people who 
are afraid of insanity rarely become 
insane, and the people who do become 
insane have usually never been afraid of 
insanity. This fact should be a comfort 
to many people who, among other 
symptoms of anxiety, suffer from fear of 
Insanity. 


It is said that men have ‘change 
of life’ too—yet most show no signs 
of emotional upset. Why is there 
this difference in reaction? 


The widespread belief that men have 
emotional upsets less frequently than 
women during the change of life is not 
justified. If one were able to have actual 
Statistics they would most probably 
prove that the incidence of emotional 
upsets among men during the male 
climacterium is not smaller than among 
the corresponding number of women. 
The reason why this erroneous belief 
has taken root may be that in man 
there is no such well-defined landmark 
as the cessation of menstruation to give 
us a clear exact date of the “change of 
life.” 


Is emotional disturbance more 
acute in cases of ‘‘artificial’’ meno- 
pause—that is, menopause sud- 
denly brought on by a gynaecologi- 
cal operation? 


In our experience, yes. We found that 
women who have undergone an artilicial 
menopause produced by gynae- 
cological operations or by X-rays—are 
more often prone to be emotionally 
disturbed. The reason for this is most 
likely that the idea of mutilation in the 
area of the reproductive organs has a 
profound symbolic meaning, and there- 
fore a much greater emotional impact 
than the spontaneous natural cessation 
of the reproductive function, 


What is the relation between 
emotional reaction and oestrogenic 
level? Can the use of hormones help 
in the treatment of personality 
disorders? 


In our own studies we do not find any 
inner relationship between the intensity 
of the emotional reaction on the one 
hand and the oestrogenic level on the 
other. In some women, however, there 
is a certain vicious circle in so far as the 
degree of the emotional reaction may 
intensify the severity of their physical 
symptoms, such as hot flushes, and these 
physical symptoms, in turn, intensify 
the emotional instability. In this sense 
there is probably a certain’ relation 
between emotional reaction and oestro- 
genic level. Therefore in the same type 
of case the use of hormones can mitigate 
to a considerable extent the emotional 
suffering. However, from what we have 
said before, it is obvious that a purely 
physical approach does not accomplish 
emotional stabilization and that the 
problem of emotional breakdowns dur- 
ing the menopause is fundamentally a 
psychological one. # 
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Alertness is your job. It’s up to you to note cancer’s warnings 
early, while chances of cure are best. That’s why you, and 
everyone, should learn cancer’s “danger signals” (they are 
listed below), and tell your doctor at once if any of these 
warnings appear. Sometimes cancer gives no warning, so it’s 
also wise to have a thorough medical examination at least 


once a year. 


The second line of defence is diagnosis! 


This is your doctor’s job. The “danger signals” are NOT sure 
signs of cancer, so it’s up to your doctor to find out their cause. 


In many cases the doctor may advise further examination at a 
cancer clinic or hospital, or by a specialist. If he does, don’t 
be alarmed. The chances are you don’t have cancer. For ex- 
ample, out of 654 women who visited one clinic because most 
of them had suspicious symptoms, 605 or 9244 per cent were 
found to be completely free of cancer! 


The third line of defence 







There are still no drugs, no pills, no “sure cures” for cancer. 
The only treatments that have been successful are surgery, 
which removes the cancer, and radiation, which destroys it. 


is prompt treatment! 





Success often depends upon starting treatment early. Medical 
experience shows that the chances of effecting a cure are much 
greater when proper treatment begins in the early stages of 


the disease. 


Some hopeful news about cancer 
While cancer is the second greatest cause of death, exceeded only by 
diseases of the heart, real progress is being made in controlling it. 
Today, if treatment is started before the disease spreads, it is esti- 
mated that cures can be expected in 3 out of 4 cases of cancer of the 
breast, in 4 out of 5 cases of cancer of the mouth, and in over 9 out of 


10 cases of skin cancer. 


Cancer research and education are progressing through the all-out 
efforts of public and private agencies. But you are still ‘‘the first line 
of defence.”” To learn more about protecting yourself from cancer, 
write for Metropolitan’s free booklet, ‘““There’s Something YOU 
Can Do About Cancer.” [Address your request to Booklet Dept. 


48-L, Canadian Head Office, Ottawa. 


These are cancer's “danger signals“ 


Any unexplained lump or thickening, 
especially in the breast. 


Any irregular or unexplained bleeding. 


A sore that does not heal, particularly 
about the mouth, tongue, or lips. 


Noticeable changes in the color or 
size of a mole or wart. 


Loss of appetite or continued 
unexplained indigestion. 


Any persistent change in normal 
elimination. 


Any persistent hoarseness or 
unexplained cough. 


Pain is not an early symptom of cancer. 





Metropolitan Life 


Insurance Company 
(A MUTUAL COMPANY) 


New York 


Frederick H_ Ecker 


CHAIRMAN OF THE BOARD 


Leroy A Lincoln 
PRESIDENT 


Canadian Head Office: Ottawa 








































76 — Chatelaine, April, 1948 


Waist-whittling classic moulded to 
the figure as only Rose Marie Reid 
can fashion satin LASTEX. 


The exclusive chevron stripe 

is cleverly matched in slender- 
izing panels down the front to 
minimize the waist and hips. 
The built-in Miracle bra and 
seamless band-top back do 
wonderful things for your figure. 
Also in such beautiful fabrics 

as Molten Metal, Stardust 

and Crepe Lastex. 


Bru. 


There’s beauty hidden in your hair... 
sheer, glowing loveliness that only awaits 
the proper encouragement . . . the touch of 
magic that comes from the use of Ogilvie 
Sisters’ Specialized Hair Preparations. 
Creme Shampoo will give you a new 
conception of hair glamour . . . so easy . . . 
so quick . . . so utterly effective. 
Highlights Hairinse will reveal soft, lustrous 
hair-highlights you never dreamed your 
hair possessed. For a more lovely, * 
more perfect wave— Ogilvie 
Sisters’ Wave Set Lotion. 


Ogilvie Sisters’ Hair 
Preparations are available 
at better department and 
drug stores everywhere. 





NEW YORK WASHINGTON TORONTO 


CANADIAN DISTRIBUTORS: Lillico LmiTeD 
380 Adelaide Street West, Toronto 


Twelve of Everything 
Continued from page 34 


I said sharply, “All girls aren’t like 
that.” 

Binky’s face was dogged. “They are 
too. Fay was like that. Fay’s my mother 
and that’s why she went away. So she 
could have fun.” 

I made one of those inadequately 
sympathetic sounds and muttered, “I’m 
sorry.” 

“That’s all right.” Binky brushed off 
sympathy with a firm thrust of his 
slight shoulders. “Steve and I don’t need 
girls. Guys like us, Steve says, are better 
off without ’em.” 


A low fierce voice said, “Cut tt, 
Binky!” 
Scowling like two thunderclouds, 


Steve came swiftly over to Binky. He 
said: 

“None of that is of interest to Miss 
Craig.” He turned to me, his eyes 
sparking angrily. “Or is it?” 

So he thought I had been pumping 
Binky, did he? For a second | was so 
wild I couldn’t say anything, then | 
didn’t have a chance because Gran came 
in. She insisted that Mr. O’Leary must 
have milk too, and Binky must have 
some more. Binky did. Mr. O'Leary 
didn’t. He said, “We'll go back to the 
bus station for our luggage, Mrs. Craig.” 

As Gran and Binky went on into the 
dining room, I said quickly, “Just now 
—what Binky said about his mother—I 
wasn’t questioning him.” 

Iron-man O'Leary was no help. He 
just stood there and listened. I jerked 
up my head 

“*I mean,” I said sharply, “just as you 
said, it isn’t of any interest to me.” 

He said civilly, “It’s nice of you to 
lay it on the line like that.” But his eyes 
weren’t civil. His eyes were mocking 
and so was his smile . . . 

Dale rang me up in the morning from 
the airport. He was on his way to the 
coast. 

“But you didn’t say you were going 
today. You said last night you—’ 

“Right,” his voice came over the wire 
as sharp as static. “But since I’m mak- 
ing the trip alone, I figured I might as 
well get on with it.” 

I had taken the call in the boss’s 
private office and I expected him to 
come in any second. I said in a tearing 
hurry, “Listen, Dale. Don’t go off 
feeling annoyed with me. I’m—” 

“T know.” 
unamused. “You're sorry, and I’m a 
nice person. Only you like me to keep 
my distance,” and then he said good-by. 


His laugh was short and 


THE O’LEARY invasion changed 
things at home. Binky moved into my 
life. Binky and I got along. There were 
the crazy games we played, the way h« 
met me at the bus stop when | cam« 
home from work, the tall tales we 
swapped over the bedtime snacks | 
took up to his room. 

His stern parent I saw but briefly. He 
got his own breakfast, coffee and buns, 
and washed the cup and spoon and put 
them away and was gone to his account- 
ing job at the steel plant before Gran 
and Binky and I came downstairs. The 
few encounters I did have with him were 
always on the incendiary side. Take the 
evening he heard Binky and me arrang- 
ing a trip to the zoo 

The O’Learys had just come in from 
dinner, and Binky had charged into the 
living room to Gran and me. Steve 
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stood in the doorway, silent while we 
talked of lions and bears. On an impulse 
I offered, “Why don’t you plan to come 
along with us? I think you could use a 
little fun.” He took a deep drag on his 
cigarette, 

“Thanks,” he said rudely, “I’ve used 
fun in my time. Only none of it was 
funny.” 

I remembered what Binky had said 
about his mother wanting fun and I felt 
my face redden. 

““So fun’s out,” I said. ‘‘We won’t 
take you to the zoo.” 

He shook his head. “No, I'll take you. 
And Binky.” He sounded every bit as 
rude as he had before, and I snapped, 
“That’s big of you.” And he said, “1 
have an occasional big moment.” 

From then on I loathed the idea of the 
zoo mission, but I went through with it 
because I wouldn’t disappoint Binky. 
But as things turned out, Steve was at 
his best in a wild-animal setting. He met 
us at the entrance where you buy the 
peanuts and he had two bags for each 
of us. It was a bright but chill day and 
I wore my red gabardine suit with a 
ruffly white blouse and two white felt 
camellias for a hat. Steve said to Binky: 

“The girl friend is a neat-looking job.” 
He smiled and the effect was very nice. 

Everything had a special niceness that 
afternoon. I never saw the bears more 
gracious. They rolled over on their 
backs and played with their ponderous 
toes and sat gravely up and accepted 
peanuts. They went swimming in their 
pools; and waved huge lethal paws at us. 
We visited the lions . . . watched the 
seals do their fancy dives... ex- 
changed friendly insults with the 
monkeys ... When Binky began to 
starve, Steve went down to the refresh- 
ment stand and came back with a flock 
of hot dogs dripping mustard and relish. 
We sat on the low stone railing outside 
the elephant house and Steve and I each 
ate two dogs and Binky put away three 
and a half. 

“If Binky had been twins,” his father 
mused, “there would have been no food 
for Europe...”  Binky heaved a 
grateful sigh. “‘I feel swell!’ He stood 
up and brushed off a camouflage of 
crumbs and relish. “‘Come on, let’s see 
the snakes .. .” 

I sat harder on the stone railing. “Me 
and reptiles don’t get along. I'll wait 
here, men.” 

Binky streaked off. But Steve stayed 
with me. We sat on there; I with my 
toes just touching the ground, Steve 
with his long legs outthrust, whistling 
softly. I cracked one of the bears’ 
peanuts and chewed a bit. Then, idly 
kidding: 

“Y’ know, now that I’ve seen you 
among the wild life, I think you’re a 
good parent for Binky.” 

“I try,” he said. “I try like the 
devil!” 

The tense, fierce look was back in his 
face. 

“Look,” I said, “maybe you'll hate it, 
my saying this, but why don’t you come 
out from behind your barbed wire 
entanglements? And talk.” 

He turned and gave me a sharp, 
summing-up look. I said, “It helps, 
talking about things.” 

“Well,” he said slowly, as if it hurt to 
get out the words, “‘it’s like this. I’ve 
got to make a go of this parent stuff. You 
see” —his voice roughened—*I was such 
a flop as a husband.” 

“So maybe you were.” I tried for the 


tone Gran uses on me when my back- 
bone needs stiffening. “Everybody 
flops sometimes.” 

He laughed, a bitter little sound. 

“I won’t flop twice at matrimony...’ 
And presently he began to tell me about 
Fay. 

They met at a house party. It was 
June. They had three days of dancing 

. and sitting them out. Canoeing 
and moonlight. 

“Fay was 18,” he said, staring straight 
ahead. “I was older. I was 20 and a 
masterful guy. So we lied about our 
ages and we got ourselves married . . . 
Her family and mine, they were swell. I 
got my degree and a job—we had all the 
breaks. But you’ve got to have some- 
thing more than the breaks. Maybe it’s 

stuff. Whatever it is, we didn’t have 
it. Then Binky was on the way and that 
meant Fay couldn’t have any more fun. 
You know, dancing—all the things she 

girls like.”” He fumbled for his cigar- 
ettes, fished a pack from his pocket, 
took one out and lighted it. He didn’t 
offer one to me. I don’t think I regis- 
tered with him as anything more than a 
shadow he talked at. He said, “Fay 
hated the idea of having a child. She” 
his thin face whitened—‘ hated me. And 
that feeling, the hate, held over. She 
never cared about Binky. When he was 
a year old, we called it quits. She 
married again soon.” 

Suddenly, as if he had just remem- 
bered I was there, he turned to me. 
Some of the grimness around his mouth 
relaxed, 

“Sorry,” he said, “throwing all that 
biography at you. I don’t make it a 
habit.” 

“*T asked for it,” I reminded him, “and 
I’m not sorry.” I slid down from the 
railing, brushed off the back of my red 
skirt and said, “Go collect your child 
from the reptiles. I want to see the 
zebras.” 


Steve stood a moment, looking down 
at me, his mouth and eyes still hard. 
Then I saw something touch his hard- 
ness, saw it soften. He said, “You’re a 
good guy, Tracy.” 

I watched him stride off, his lean 
shoulders. straight under his grey 
jacket. I thought, Once he lets down 
that stern, bossy front, he’s fairly 
meets. 


BUT HE WASN’T. Nice, I mean. We 
weren't any more than home again when 
he was back in his old form. Binky was 
up in Gran’s room when the doorbell 
rang and Steve answered it. Gardenias 
from Dale, a boxful of them. 

“You and gardenias,” Steve said, 
**you become each other. You both have 
that don’t-touch-me-I’ll-bruise look.” 
His eyes narrowed in that maddening 
trick he had. “Now me, I like a girl who 
becomes carnations. Dark red carna- 
tions. Warm and touchable.” 

What he said sounded like an echo of 
Dale’s complaint about me. What was 
wrong with me? And did it show—like 
mumps? I managed lightness: 

“Well, well! Mr. O’Leary gives from 
the romantic angle.” And to make sure I 
put over lightness, I added, “Be careful 
or you'll give me ideas. And how would 
you cope if I got ideas?” 

He picked up a gardenia, and then 
flipped it back into the box. He faced 
me. 

“1’d spurn you,” he said. “But fast 
I’d spurn you.” His eyes flickered and 
went blank. “The first time I saw you I 
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settled that. I said to myself, She’s a 
honey, but you’re not taking honey. 
See?” 

“That’s what I like about you, 
O'Leary,” I said. “You're thorough. 
Thoroughly poisonous!” 

“We'll leave it at that,” he said. And 
I had to because he walked out on me. 

But when Dale called me long dis- 
tance that night, I still boiled. 

* . . and so I’ma philanthropist,” | 
told Dale, having finished an account 
of the zoo excursion. “I go all out to 
please a child. And what do I get? His 
father insults me.” 

Dale asked, “* Did you expect to please 
the child’s father?” 

“Please that one?” I gritted. “Hah!” 

Dale knew Gran’s 
(though not that they were our wedding 


about roomers 
silver hostages) and he said thought- 
fully: 

“This O’Leary chap. 
mind a lot. Have you tried thinking of 
something else?” 

I asked hurriedly, “Look, Dale, do 
you think I’m—oh, cold and—and 
queer?” 

“Who else thinks so?” 

“Nobody.” I couldn’t go into all that. 
Not over the phone. I said, “I wish 
you'd come home.” 

“See here, Tracy. I’ve got about two 
weeks more here. But if there’s anything 


He’s on your 


wrong 

“No. It’s just—I’m lonely.” 

That, he said, was what he liked to 
hear. He said for me to stay that way. 

At the end of the O’Learys’ second 
week Gran bought the first six tea- 
spoons. She gave them to me at dinner 
between the hash and the Brown Betty. 
Binky had come in, a short time before, 
from his dinner; and he was down on 
the dining-room floor with a fleet of tiny 
ships chasing enemy whales. Gran 
marched the six glittering spoons in a 
neat row beside my bread and butter 
plate. 

“It’s the Gothic Rose pattern, lambie, 
and it’s the nearest match to your great- 
grandmother’s teapot 

I said, “It’s lovely, dear.” I sounded 
stiff and ungrateful. I didn’t mean to 
sound like that. 

Gran sighed happily. “It’s the way I 
figured, by renting the three 
months, we'll have enough to get all 
your silver.” 

Binky’s rumpled head suddenly 
popped into view. Binky demanded: 
“When Tracy gets married, will Mr. 
Tracy come here to live?” 

I reached over and pulled that cocky 
little tuft of hair on top of his head and 
assured him I wouldn’t be married for a 
long time, and when I was I'd be 
coming home—or rather coming bere all 
the time. And I told him to go back to 
the whale chase and to forget all the 
things Gran had said. 
he was gay again. But—and the thought 
gave me bleak pause—I wasn’t at all 
sure he had forgotten what Gran had 
said. And couldn’t I just picture his 
father’s sardonic grin when he 
what his room rent was buying! 


room 


Presently I saw 


heard 


The next few days I did a good job of 
avoiding the elder O’Leary. But it 
meant I avoided the younger one tov. 
So Wednesday night when I knew Steve 
had gone back to the office, I took Binky 
a bedtime snack. Binky was wearing 
chips on both shoulders, 

“Where you been keeping yourself, 
Tracy?” he queried resentfully. 

“Oh, around,” I said vaguely. 


Abruptly his grin came out. “Gee, 
Tracy! I like it here. I like it a lot.” 


AND THAT was the second in which 
his father joined us. He came in saying, 
“Hi, Binks, I came back for 
papers Then he saw me and went 
stiff. “I’m going back to the office,” he 
said. But he didn’t make any move to 
get the papers or to go back to the 
office. He just stood there in the middle 
of the room, looking stiff. 

“Yes,” I said. “I knew you were out 
tonight. That’s why Binky and I are 
having a supper party.” 

He scowled. ‘* You'll spoil Binky.” 
“You can’t spoil a 
with little friendly 


some 


I scowled back. 
child. Not 
gestures, you can’t.” 

“You can make him plenty miserable 


nice 


when he has to do without.” 

“He won’t have to do without.” | 
stuck my chin out. “I'll manage to 
totter around a few more years.” 

The corners of his mouth twitched. 
“Your tottering around isn’t the point. 
The point is that our time here is 
limited.” 

Binky’s eyes were troubled. He said: 

“You mean we gotta go when Tracy 
gets all her silver?” 

“That,” Steve said, “is the arrange- 
ment.” 

So Binky had told him what the rent 
money was buying! 

“You're being cruel,” I accused hotly. 

“No. Merely facing facts.” He sat 
down on the bed next to Binky. | 
jumped up. “But no woman,” he 
continued coolly, “likes facing facts.” 

“You,” I taunted, “know everything 
about women.” 

“Enough,” he said. 

Our eyes clashed. You could feel the 
fierce and 
burning. Like battle and murder. Binky 
winked hard, but I saw the tears. He 
asked: 

“How long dogs it take to get wedding 
silver, T racy?” 

“It takes a long time,” I said through 
my teeth. “You have to have a certain 
pattern ...and then there are all 
those spoons . . . and special forks for 
I ignored Steve. I kept 
my eyes on that worried little face. ‘‘It 
will be ages before I’ll have all the set.” 

If anybody had told me that two 
nights later I’d be sitting in the movies 
with Steven O'Leary, I’d have said they 
were crazy. But that’s exactly what | 
did. Gran and I were finishing the 
dinner dishes when Binky and his father 
came into the kitchen. Binky invited us 
to the movies, “On account’ of it’s my 
birthday,” he explained; and of course 
I couldn’t refuse a small boy’s birthday 
party. 

Gran, Binky and I got seats together. 
After a while the woman next to me left 
and Steve took her seat. 

“It’s a small world,” he murmured. 

“And full of trouble,” I murmured, 
rigidly arranging myself over toward 
Binky. 

| sat there in a huddle of O’Learys, 
and I held my rigid pose until my neck 
ached. But I’m a pushover for Bugs 
Bunny, so when the cartoon “ Buried 
Treasure” came on, my pose relaxed. 
And when that insolent, wise-eyed 
rabbit went streaking around Mr. 
MacGregor’s garden, burrowing holes to 
hide his ill-gotten gains, | melted down 
into delighted chuckles. 

“So she can laugh,” Steve murmured. 

“Softened up by Bugs Bunny,” I 


antagonism between us, 


dessert...” 
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giggled. “But you never bring out the 


laugh in me. On the contrary.” 

He slid down lower in the seat. “You 
think I’m a tough proposition, don’t 
you?” 

I shook my head. “I don’t. 
don’t think of you. Not at all.” 

“Wham!” Then, very low, “Thanks 
for coming tonight. It wouldn’t have 
been a party without you—not for 
Binky.” 

Something strange happened to me. 
Not one of the stinging retorts which 
were indicated could I manage. | 
leaned nearer Binky. But Steve’s shoul- 
der seemed to follow. Bugs Bunny, 
wildly crunching a carrot, dashed to the 
centre of the screen and looked me 
straight in the eye. 


I just 


““What’s up, doc?” he grated hoarsely. 
And I never did say anything. 

When we came back to the house, 
Gran said she had a surprise. She dis- 
played it in the living room. 

“Your wedding silver, lambie,” she 
said, unfurling lengths of dark red 
velours, neatly pocketing knives and 
forks and spoons and butter spreaders 
and serving spoons and—oh, every kind 
of eating implement imaginable. 

“Twelve of everything,” Gran chirped. 
“I’ve only paid $50 down, but they let 
me bring them home on credit, so kind 
they are!” 

For a moment the silence in the room 
Steve broke it. He took a 
fork from its neat red pocket and bal- 


was noisy. 


anced it on his palm appraisingly. 
““Matrimony’s silver lining . . 
° > 
guaranteed to tarnish! 
He put down the fork. He nodded to 
Gran and me. “Good night. Coming, 
Binky?” and he swung out of the room, 


. and 


and I heard him going off up the stairs. 

“Thank you, Gran.” I was the one 
who said that, but it didn’t sound like 
my voice. I saw Binky’s white stricken 
face. Just as Dale had said, I am a 
coward. I couldn’t face that look in 
Binky’s eyes, so I went upstairs too. 
Gran and Binky stayed and put away 
the silver. 


*. . . IN THE bottom buffet drawer at 
the back ... with the blue-flowered 
tablecloth on top,” Gran wailed when 
she rang me up at the office the next 
afternoon. “And I’ve just been in that 
drawer to get the cloth out for dinner 
and it isn’t there!” 

“It was an old cloth,” I pointed out 
wearily. (I hadn’t slept much. | 
couldn’t, not with that picture of Binky 
in my mind.) 

“Listen to me, Tracy Craig! I’m 
talking about your wedding silver. It’s 
gone!” 

“But it couldn’t be. 


You’ve mislaid 
it 

“*T tell you, it’s gone. Stolen! I heard 
a noise downstairs last night and I 
thought I was imagining things—but it 
was a burglar. Now I’m going to call the 
police 

] told her she must be calm, to remem- 
ber her blood pressure . . . “‘and don’t 
call the police. Not until I get home. 
I’ll be there soon.” 

I wasn’t too calm myself. When I put 
down the phone, my hands were shaking. 
It would be a serious thing if the stuff 
had been stolen. You can’t return 
something to a shop if you haven’t got 
it. Suddenly I realized I had been cling- 
ing to the idea of getting Gran to take 
back some of that huge display. Just to 
give Binky a little more time. That was 
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Long a popular favourite, enchanting Margaret Lockwood is recognized as one of 
today's leading actresses. Currently starring in the J. Arthur Rank Production 
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what I wanted, I told myself. A little 


more time for Binky. 

+ When I got off the bus an hour later, 
the O’Learys were turning into the 
driveway of the large stone house on 
the corner. 1 was in a tearing hurry to 
get home, but glimpsing Binky, | called 
to him. Steve came to meet me, but 
Binky waited, his usually belligerent 
shoulders sagging forlornly. 

Steve said quickly, “ Bink’s in the dog 
house. The dame who lives here”—h« 
jerked his head toward the stone dwel- 
ling—‘phoned your grandmother that 
Binky had done an excavating job in her 
expensively landscaped back yard. Said 
I was to visit the scene of the crime and 
be prepared to pay damages. The little 
guy’s taking it hard... Come on, 
fella.” He turned to Binky. “‘Let’s get 
the inspection over.” 


Binky shot me a despairing glance. | 
I did. | 

Well, we found the silver. The forks | 
and knives and spoons. We found them | 


He said, “You come too, Tracy.” 


under the rose bushes, the hydrangea 
plants, the hedge. There were queer- 
looking burrows. 
them, I laughed and said, “ For heaven’s 
sake, it looks as if Bugs Bunny has been 
here!” And Steve asked, “What was the 
treasure you buried, Bink?” — Binky 
didn’t answer. And then I saw the inch 
or two of red tape showing under a ros¢ 
bush. And Steve saw it when I did. He 
pulled at it and scrabbled off the dirt ... 

Then I was holding Binky’s slight 
tense body against me, and he was 
telling us in a croaking whisper: 

“Steve said we were going away when 
you got all your silver... last night, 
Mrs. Gran said you had it all. I knew 
that meant we had to go.”” Under my 
arm I felt him quiver. “It’s swell living 
with Mrs. Gran and you, Tracy. Last 
night I was thinking and I remembered 
Bugs Bunny and—and how he hid that 
treasure . . . sol got up real early, and 
I got the silver from that drawer wher« 
Mrs. Gran and I put it His voice 
trailed off into a hard sob. 
his head and pressed it against my side. 
I hugged him close. 


“Think of his caring like that,”’ I said | 


to Steve. 


STEVE’S EYES burned reddish brown 


in his white set face. “‘He’s a thief!” His | 


voice slashed like a knife. 

Binky jerked away from me. He 
faced his father, standing very straight 
with the tears smudging his face. “Gee, 
Steve, I—I just wanted to stay 

Steve gave him a cold unrelenting 


stare. “Go dig up the rest of your loot,” | 


he ordered. “‘We’ll do our talking later.” 

Binky obeyed, and Steve turned the 
cold stare on me. 
Tracy.” 


; 
“You go on home, 


I stamped my foot in helpless fury. 
“Binky go here! Tracy go there! So 
you’re the masterful guy. Well, I don’t 
think you’re masterful. I think you're 
stupid. Cruelly stupid. Why, you can’t 
even recognize heartbreak in your own 
child.” 

“Okay,” he said in a smoldering 
monotone. “Now I'll tell you some- 
thing. I’m not so stupid I can’t recog- 
nize a thief. Furthermore, this is my 
problem and I'll handle it. You keep 
your hands off!” 

He turned his back and went striding 
off after Binky. 

Gran met me at the front door. “| 
must call the police . . .” she said. But 
I told her we wouldn’t need the police; | 


When I first noticed | 


He ducked | 
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told her what had happened. Her face 
crumpled as she listened. 

“The lamb!” she choked. “The poor, 
dear, motherless lamb!” 

“His father,” I gritted, “has another 
word for him. Thief!’ 

Gran nodded. “‘That’s because he’s so 
intent on being a good father. Wait.” 
She stopped me as I started to sputter. 
“Let me explain. Binky’s mother was a 
weakling and Steven is obsessed with 
the idea of making a strong character 
out of her child. The reason he sees this 
silver business as a crime is because 
he’s panicky for fear Binky will turn 
into the poor kind of cheat his mother 
was.” 

When Gran starts analyzing, she 
always makes sense. 

“You may be right about some of 
that,” I admitted grudgingly, “but it 
doesn’t excuse Steve’s hardness.” 

Gran smiled. “‘He fights back, and 
you resent that because you're used to 
Dale always giving in to you.” 

“Il hate him,” I cried. “I lie awake 
nights, hating him.” 

Gran laughed softly. 

Then the front door opened and shut. 
We heard Steve say, “Go up to our 
room, I’Il speak to Mrs. Craig.” 

Binky said, “I’m sorry, Steve—” 

“*Go on upstairs,” Steve said. 

He came in carrying the silver, and 
dumped it onto a chair. He still had 
that white set look. He said, “You 
should let this be a lesson to you, Mrs. 
Craig. Not to take in any more strays.” 
He slurred the last words. Anyone but 
Steve, and you’d have said there was 
suffering in his voice, 

Gran went over to him and put 
gentle hands on his arm. She murmured, 
“Dear boy,” and then she went quickly 
past him into the hall. Steve started 
after her. “But, Mrs. Craig . . .” 

“T’ll be back,” she called, and I knew 
she was going straight to Binky. 

“Wait,” I said. 


STEVE SWUNG AROUND. Suddenly 
my knees weren’t dependable. I sat 
down on the arm of the davenport. I 
pushed back my hair with both hands, 
and pressed them against the ache in my 
head. Steve came over to me. He thrust 
my hands into my lap; he shoved me 
down onto the davenport. 

“You’re always perching on the edge 
of things,” he complained. ‘‘You’re 
always tearing up your hair.” He stood 
over me, glowering. 

I gripped my hands together in my 
lap. “About Binky .. .” 

“‘We settled that,” he said levely. 

“IT know.. When you told me to mind 
my business. But I’m not minding it.” I 
began to talk very fast. “You see, I 
understand Binky—” 

**So do I.” 

“You don’t. You treat him like a 
criminal. You won't see that he’s just a 
little boy, a desperate little bby—” He 
looked so white and fierce that | began 
making a kind of prayer, that I’d find 
the right words to make him under- 
stand. “Binky’s fighting to hold onto 
what he wants more than anything in 
the world. His home!” 


Steve strode over to the fireplace. 
W ith his back to me, he said: 

“This isn’t Binky’s home. It woa’t 
even be his boarding place much longer.” 
Then he flung around and came striding 
back to me. “Listen, Tracy, what I said 
still goes—keep your hands off my 
problem.” 

That brought me up on my feet. 
“Your problem! Binky isn’t a problem. 
He’s just buman. With a plain ordinary 
human instinct to grab for the thing he 
wants.” The undependable feeling I had 
in my knees was spreading. Steve 
loomed over me, tight-lipped and 
forbidding. I said, “But you wouldn’t 
understand that. Not the human 
instinct. Because that’s your trouble, 
O’Leary—not being human.” 

“So I’m not human,” he said under his 
breath. He took a step nearer. I could 
see the reddish brown flecks in his eyes. 
He said, “I warned you. | told you to 
keep your hands off me too, Way back 
there, I told you I wasn’t taking honey.” 
He took another step. “Well, I didn’t 
say how long | could keep on not taking 
honey 

He lifted me off my feet and held me 
close against him. His cheek was hard 
and slightly rough against mine. Then 
his mouth was against my cheek. 

“T always knew it was like this 
between us,” he said with a kind of dull 
fury. He kissed me. First fiercely, then 
gently, lingeringly tender . . 

And suddenly I felt myself come alive. 
It was a new feeling. It swept down to 
my fingertips... down inside my 
heart. I clung to him with all my 
strength. I kissed him back ... and 
something beat in my brain telling me: 
This is life, this is what it’s all about. 
And Dale was wrong because I’m not 
afraid of it. Not any more! Then there 
was the thought of Dale between us, 
accusing. 

I pushed away. “I forgot,” I whis- 
pered. “There’s Dale.” 

Steve loosened his arms, but he kept 
me inside them. 

“It’s cheating,” I told him. He shook 
his head. “No,” he said gravely. “‘Not 
this. Not when it’s the real thing. It’s 
cheating when you give half measures. 
Love has to be all or nothing. A man 
wants it that way.” 

I shut my eyes against that new look 
in his face, softened, tender. 

“But what can I do?” I asked 
shakenly. 

“Tell him,” Steve said. “It’s simple. 
The big things always are.” He pulled 
me close again. He said against my 
mouth, “ You’re making a tough bargain, 
baby. I don’t promise to be easy to live 
with, I don’t even promise you'll be too 
happy. But if loving you is enough, | 
can promise you that . . .” 

Even there in his arms I knew with 
crystal clearness that there would be 
times when having Steve love me would 
be battle and strain. I made a queer 
sound in my throat, it was between a 
chuckle and a sob. He raised his head. 
“You trying to say something?” he 
asked, smiling, so sure of himself, so 
sure of me. 

“It’s enough,” I said. # 


SPRING FEVER 
Are you filled with the urge to refurbish the whole house, now that the days are 


longer and the sun brighter? New draperies and slipcovers will do the trick 
and you'll want to make your own. Chatelaine has two bulletins to help you— 


MAKE YOUR OWN CURTAINS. No. 2100. Price 15 cents 
SLIPCOVERS, No. 2101. Price 5 cents. 


Order from Chatelaine Service Bulletin Dept., 481 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. 


Chatelaine, April, 


want to know... 





IF A HUSBAND and father is very well-to-do, there may 
be little need for his wife to have her own insurance 
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IN JUST 1 HOUR A WEEK 


One washday a week is plenty . . . as every woman will agree. But 
one “wash-hour” a week is all this Easy Spindry needs to wash... 
rinse ... and damp-dry all your laundry. With its two tubs, one load 
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washed. And you don’t need any extra hot water supply . . . or any 
special chemicals . . . or any built-in connections. You don’t need 
any laundry tubs, either. Because your Easy Spindry does all the 
work the way you'd do it yourself. It washes and dries blankets, 
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all safe in Easy Spindry, Ask your Easy 
dealer about this “Washer of Tomorrow.” 
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still didn’t want to leave. 
one doesn’t stay in a tearoom forever, 
and so she went outside. It was a cool 
day in spite of the sunshine, and she 
walked a little before she thought of the 
library. She would go to the library! 
She always felt at home in a library. 

It was nice and cosy in the library and 
she stayed there two hours, and it was 
now after three, and still she didn’t want 
to go home. She had looked at all the 
fashion magazines, and read all the 
hometown papers and still she didn’t 
want to go home. 

So she went outside again into the air, 
and it was so spicy now and the sunshine 
so dancing that she decided she would go 
by the newspaper oflice and see Pete 
Baker. She would just say “ Hello.” She 
would just say that she happened to be 
passing by and she thought she’d drop 
in to say a friendly hello. 

The building was big and busy look- 
ing, and even when she was inside and 
looking at all the girls busy behind all 





decided she would go away. She had no 
business at all seeing a newspaper man. 
Especially someone like Pete Baker who 
was brusque and sharp and critical- 
eyed. 

But when she turned away, there 
was her name being called. ‘*Mrs. 
Ellison. Mrs. Clyde Ellison!” And 
there was Pete, the red hair and the 
freckles and the grin. 
As if he had been expecting her. As if 
she were just a trifle late, but he would 
overlook it this time. “* Let’s go down to 
the corner and have a cup of coffee,” he 
said. “I was just wanting someone to 
have coffee with me.” 

” she said, and then sh« 
smiled. “Fine. I'd like to have some 
coffee.” 

So they went outside into the dancing 


sunshine and down the street into a 


But after all | 


the desks she stood at the railing and | 


““Good!”’ he said. | 








little café that was dark and musty and | 


dirty and wonderful. 

“Tell me,” Pete said when they were 
sitting in a booth, “how did you know | 
was thinking about you?” 

She looked at him, at his grin and 
freckles and blue eyes. “I didn’t,” she 
said. “I was just passing by.” 

He smiled at her. “Your husband 
out of town?” he said. 

She looked at him surprised. 
assure you,” she said, “that my husband 
has nothing to do with the fact that I 


happened to drop by.” 


a) i 


““Nobody,” he said, and he tasted his | 
coffee very carefully, “nobody would | 


ever think anything bad of you at all. 
Not ever. Drink your coffee.” 

“I don’t know,” she said. “‘What is 
wrong with then?” Her voice 
sounded very serious. Will J live, 
doctor? Do I bave cancer? Am I insane? 

“You are not sick,” he said. He said 
it like a statement, not like a question. 

“No,” she said. “‘l am not sick. But | 
seem to have queer inhibitions. I don’t 
| like cats. Nor babies. Nor beautiful 
houses. Nor trips in the mountains.” 


me 


““Why?” he said. He was serious, and 
| yet he was smiling. 

“IT don’t know,” she said. 
know I didn’t like them. I thought | 
liked them all, until time came to have 
them. Then I didn’t want them. 
very strange.” 


| 


| SCONTRAPTIONS 


“I didn’t | 


It is | 


“Tell me about you,” he said. “Begin | 


way back. Begin when you can first 
















































' 
U, win the 0s" 


Sani-Flush and I take the prize, 
We're a pair of pretty smooth ac- 
tors. I sprinkle Sani-Flush into the 
toilet bowl—and Sani-Flush does 
the rest to perfection. Cleans away 
stains and film ... disinfects thor- 
oughly! What remains is sparkling 
cleanliness—odorless freshness. No 
rub or scrub. And that’s for me. 

Safe in all toilet systems. Good in 
hard or soft water. Every grocer has 
it. Two sizes. Made in Canada. Dis- 
tributed by Harold 
F. Ritchie & Co., Ltd., 
Toronto, Ont. 
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remember.” He lighted a cigarette, and 
he looked nice and casual. He looked 
interested, but not as if he were too 
interested. He looked the way a Father 
Confessor should look. 

“Well,” she said, “I don’t know where 
to begin. I am very happy. I have 
always been happy. It is only these 
compulsions. When | was little—I 
lived with my father because my mother 
died when I was born—I was a very 
happy child. I can remember singing 
about the house, I can remember playing 
with my father, | can remember being 
given presents,” 

“Did you ever have a kitten to play 
with?” he asked. “Or a little brother or 
sister?” 

“No. I had no pets, and I was an only 
child. We had no relatives. My father 
had no relatives at all after his parents 
died. And my mother’s people didn’t 
like us. They disapproved of my mother 
marrying my father. They never came 
to see us.” 

“Why?” he asked. He blew a smoke 
ring very carefully and it hung thick 
and white in the air between them. 
“Why didn’t they want your mother to 
marry your father?” 

“T don’t really know.” She frowned, 
trying to remember everything she 
knew, everything that her father might 
have said. ‘‘I suppose it was because my 
father was so poor—because he worked 
in a mine instead of at a desk, and maybe 
because he had some Jewish blood, too.” 

“This Jewish blood,” said Pete. 
“Does your husband know?” 

“Oh, yes,” she said eagerly. “‘When 
I told him, he said it didn’t matter at all. 
He said it didn’t make a bit of difference 
that my father’s father had Jewish 
blood, that his father’s father-—’’ She 
stopped. There was something queer. 
There was something puzzling in her 
mind, there was a question that kept 
buzzing around and around. “He said 
he didn’t mind that my father’s father 
But I didn’t tell him it was my father’s 
father—he already knew, and he didn’t 
mind.” 

“But he knew,” said Pete. “He 
already knew. How?” 

She shook her head. “I don’t know. I 
don’t know why I hadn’t told him, but I 
hadn’t. He was very sweet to me.” 

“What about your mother’s people?” 
Pete said. ‘‘Did you never see them?” 

“No.” She shook her head. “My 
father never spoke of them at all, He 
just told me that my mother’s father 
had been very angry with her when she 
left to marry. And my mother was very 
proud, too, and although she wrote a 
number of times, her letters were never 
answered, and finally she stopped writ- 
ing. And when I was born, my father 
wrote and told them, but they never 
answered him either.” 

“What were their names?” asked 
Pete. ‘Your mother’s people?” 

“Westwood,” she said. “Her father’s 
name was Ames Westwood. They lived 
out on the Coast. But for all I know 
they may be dead by now.” 

“Maybe it is something else that 
worries you, then,” said Pete. “Did 
you tell me once that your husband had 
been married before?” 

“Oh, yes,” she said. Try to be very 
honest here, try to make everything 
plain. “She was a very beautiful girl 
named Elaine, very gay and high 
spirited, and she was accidentally killed 
one afternoon. She was driving out to a 
riding academy—she loved horses—and 
she ran the car off an embankment and 
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—a joy to all members of the family—and the envy of your 
neighbours! It is so cheery, as well as so compact, 

convenient, easy to keep clean—and so free from trouble. 

Let Crane show you what the combined skills of architects, 
engineers, designers and manufacturers can do for your family’s 


health and spirits—and to enhance your pride in your home. 


Remember, Crane quality throughout—visible fixtures 


and unseen fittings—means Crane service throughout. 


Send for our latest booklet—‘Planning 
your Bathroom and Kitchen for Today and 
Tomorrow”. Then consult your architect 
or plumbing and heating contractor. 
* 
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standards of quality: 


CANADIAN POTTERIES Limited 


PORT HOPE SANITARY 
Manufacturing Co. Limited 


WARDEN KING Limited 
CRANE STEELWARE Limited 
ALLIANCEWARE Ltd. 


Beautiful TO LOOK AT! 


Yes, a Crane equipped bathroom is beautiful 





Chatelaine, April, 1948 — 83 















4 





fod 
e/ | |S | 
pois tea | 






a 


il edd 1 eel 





CRANE LIMITED AND SUBSIDIARY COMPANIES 


Plumbing Fixtures - Heating Equipment 
Valves + Fittings - Piping 









CRANE LIMITED, General Office: 1170 Beaver Hall Square, Montreal 2, Canada 


Branches in 18 Cities in Canada and Newfoundland 






NATION-WIDE REPRESENTATION THROUGH PLUMBING 
AND HEATING CONTRACTORS EVERYWHERE 













































84 — Chatelaine, April, 1948 


Kasy to 

follow 

ested 
Directions 





a. you use the new P.K. 
Family Knitting Book, your 
knitting directions are safe,” says 
Frances Gordon, stylist for Maitland 


Spinning Mills, Limited. “Each 

of the 32 smart garments is tested.” 
You'll enjoy the P.K. Knitting Book 
when you knit for any member of 
the family! It’s packed with 
photographs and easy-to-follow 
charts of the actual garments. 

The price is only 35c. 


Ask for P.K. Yarns, too! Dyes 
are colour-fast—P.K. Yarns wash 
without fading. P.K. Baby Wools 
are treated for shrink resistance, 
and P.K. moth-proof yarns give 
permanent protection against moths! 
Ask your favourite dealer today for 
the new, tested P.K. Knitting Book. 
If he is out of stock, use the 
handy coupon below. 


Maitiand Spinning Mills Ltd., Hamilton, Ontario. 
A division of Mercury Mills Ltd. 






CLIP AND 
SEND 
TODAY 


r See es Se = 7 
i Maitiand Spinning Mills, ! 
i Deportment CH-3, ! 
i Hamilton, Ontario. 

Enclosed is money order or postal note for 35c. h 
f (Do not send stamps.) Please send me the new 

68-poge P.K. Knitting Book right awoy i 
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was killed. She was all alone and they 
didn’t find her body for hours. It was 
ironical, wasn’t it, that she was killed in 
a car instead of by a horse?” 

“Does your husband ever speak of 
her?” asked Pete. He looked very com- 
fortable there in the little booth, and his 
eyes were looking at the smoke rings. 

She tried to think back. Did he? Did 
he often say something about Elaine? 
“No,” she said. “No, he never speaks 
of her. She left him a little money, but 
Clyde doesn’t really need her money; he 
makes a good salary—with six hundred 
a month, we have all we want, or need.” 

“Six hundred?” said Pete. He 
seemed surprised. “‘Are you sure?” 

“Of course I’m sure.” 
insulting. He was looking unbelieving. 
She gathered up her purse. She put on 
her gloves. “It was nice seeing you, Mr. 
Baker. Thank you for the coffee.” 

“Oh, now look, Mrs. Ellison.” He 
was standing beside her. His blue eyes 
were on a level with hers. They looked 
contrite, apologetic. “I didn’t mean to 


He was being 


imply anything at all. Really. I was 
trying to help you.” 
“T’m sure you were.” Whatever 


possessed her to confide in a newspaper 
man, of all people! One who could, if he 
chose, blazon everything she said in 
headlines! “Thank you again, and 
good-by.” 

“Look,” he said. He caught up with 
her. He put his hand on her arm. “‘I’d 
like to help you. Call me, won’t you? 
Call me if you need anyone. Any time.” 


SHE BENT her head slightly. She 
would get away, she would say nothing 
more, she had been terribly unfair to 
Clyde, talking about her life to another 
man. 

She went out of the café and down 
the walk quickly. It had turned colder. 
The sun had gone now, and dusk was 
coming, and there were little shadows in 
the hollows of the shops where the door- 
ways were. She would hurry home, glad 
to get inside, where ‘t was pleasant and 


warm, glad to stay there. She would be 
there waiting when Clyde came back. 
She would spend the whole evening 
thinking about him, about how wonder- 
ful he was, how kind. 

The apartment seemed dark and a 
little cold, however. She turned up the 
heat, she lighted all the lamps, she put 
fresh water in the flowers on the coffce 
table. She would read here in the living 
room, she would put on her pretty green 
robe and be comfortable and wait for 
Clyde. 

She had been sitting on the divan for 
half an hour, the stories in the magazines 
incredibly dull, when the telephone 
rang. Very sharp and very piercing. 

It was Clyde! He was calling on his 
way home; he was calling to see how she 
was feeling, to tell her he loved her. 
How thoughtful he was! 

“Hello?” Make your voice pleasant, 
cheerful, loving. “Hello?” 

There was a pause, and then a wo- 
man’s voice. Sylvia Forrester’s voice. 
“Mrs. Ellison?” she said. 

“Yes,” said Virginia. 
feel this resentment 
Forrester, this distrust. 
beautiful woman, but Clyde did not like 
her. He had often said he did not like 
her; she was too sharp, too caustic. 
“Yes, Mrs. Forrester.” 

“T’d like to speak with Clyde, with 
Mr. Ellison,” she Her 
sounded hurried, agitated. 

“Why, he can’t come to the tele- 
phone,” said Virginia. “Just now.” Why 
did she say just now? He wouldn't be 
here for hours, not until midnight. Why 
didn’t she want Sylvia to know that she 
was alone? 

“Tell him to call me back,” said 
Sylvia, and then she said quickly, “No 
tell him that I’m coming out. I need to 
see him—about some investments. Right 
away.” 

And then there was the click of the 
receiver and Virginia was left standing 
Staring at the wall. She hung up th« 
receiver slowly. It really would be nice 


She shouldn’t 
Sylvia 
Sylvia was a 


toward 


said. voice 
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When You Go Walking... 








TUCK YOUR PRECIOUS in one of these 
cosy knitted carriage covers when you go 
walking. 
waffle stitch stands up well to frequent laun- 
dering. A nice gift thought. Order No. $197. 





You'll find that this easy-to-do 





Instructions for making may be obtained from Chatelaine 
Handicrafts, 481 University Ave., Toronto 2. Price five cents. 
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TEETH SHOULD SHOW oat 
Nerv Owe “UU. 





Well-groomed women everywhere know their 
hair will stay attractive, in place all day 

all evening with ‘“‘“Goody”’ Grip-Fast Combs. 
Teeth never show in your hair-do—-when you 
use “Goody” Grip-Fast Combs. The specially 
designed fiexible teeth hold both combs and 
hair in place. Shell, amber, and grey colours, 


Buy several 
“Goody” Grip-Fast 
Combs at 5 and 10c 
stores, notion count- 
ers and drug stores 
everywhere Made 
in Canada by the 
makers of “‘Goody”’ 
Curlers and Wave 
Clips, ‘‘Goody"’ 
Barrettes and *‘Wel- 
groom” Combs for 
men and women, 
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MIDDLE-AGED 
...at 28! 


Yes, dry, lined skin can make even 
a young woman look years older! 
But this needless aging needn’t hap- 
pen to you—if you give your skin 
daily care with Noxzema Cold 
Cream. It has a unique, three-way 
action. Noxzema deep-cleanses .. . 
dissolves dulling surface film. It sof- 
tens roughness, smooths away dry 
skin lines. It stimulates—makes tired 


complexions glow. 

Try Noxzema Cold Cream faith- 
fully for just 10 days. Then look for 
a fresher, younger, lovelier you! 17¢, 
29¢, 55¢ at all drug and dept. stores. 
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MERCOLIZED 


WAX CREAM 


Now lovelier, lighter skin beauty is within 
the reach of any woman who goes after 
it allied with Mercolized Wax Cream. 
This famous Cream contains an active 
ingredient used as long as history has 
been recorded. It loosens and dissolves 
scaly little chappings and is effective in 
helping to make skin firmer—more trans- 
lucent. In the presence of Mercolized 
Wax Cream a lovely bleaching action 
takes place on the skin surface, and the 
appearance of dingy, cloudy pigment is 
retarded. If your complexion is PASS- 
ABLE, don't be satisfied—seek to make it 
more radiant, more attractive and 
younger looking with Mercolized Wax 
Cream. Use only as directed. 

Sold ot Coumetic Counters Evemywhere. 








BERK 
Thru 12 Freezing Winters 


THE QUINTUPLETS 


have used this for coughs of 


The Quintuplets use Musterole to relieve 
coughs, sore throat and aching muscles 
of colds. Musterole brings such prompt, 
long-lasting relief because it penetrates 
deep and helps break up the congestion. 

In8 Strengths: Child’s Mild Musterole, 
Regular and Extra-Strength for 
grownups. 
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Large, colourful water lilies are easy 
to gtow. They require only sunshine, 
rich soil and shallow water. Select, 
hardy plants, tempered to Canadian 
climate and sent to you carefully pack 
ed direct from our own pools. Wide 
range of varieties and colours. Com- 
plete selections for large pools. Specia! 
groups for beginners 

Write for our free, colourfully ilus- 
trated catalogue of water garden plants 
and accessories 

MOORE WATER GARDENS 

Port Stanley Ontario 





MOORE WATER LILIES 





to have company, to have someone to 


talk with. Mrs. Forrester would un- 
doubtedly be very interesting. Only she 
didn’t want her to come! She didn’t 
want Sylvia Forrester here in this room! 

She went swiftly through the tele- 
phone book until she found the number 
and as she dialed it, she found unac- 
countably that she was trembling. She 
didn’t want an evening with Sylvia 
Forrester! She would explain to her 
that Clyde was out. But the telephone 
didn’t answer. Either Sylvia had gone 
out immediately, or else she had called 
from some other telephone. 

She put the receiver down and stood a 
moment. The clock on the mantel 
sounded very loud. Like a heart, she 
thought, like a heart beating muffled 
drums to the grave. Who said that? 
Some poet, somewhere. 


SHE WENT through the book again. 
She would call Pete Baker. If she were 
going to have Sylvia as a guest, she 
would have Pete, too. The two of them 
would not be so bad—she could talk 
with the two of them. He had said to 
call him if she needed him. Well, she 
needed hum now. To talk with Sylvia. 
She couldn’t. 

But his number didn’t answer either. 
She cradled the receiver and stood a 
moment, and the air felt hushed about 
her, oppressive. How silly! Here she 
was all nervous and bothered simply 
because she was having a_caller—a 
smart, attractive woman. 

She would make some coffee and she 
would be hospitable. Sylvia was prob- 
ably lonely; she probably wanted to 
discuss some business with Clyde. She 
had naturally supposed that he was here. 

She went resolutely to the kitchen, and 
drew the water for the coffee and put it 
on to boil. She got out cream and sugar 
and arranged a tray. Sylvia would 
probably rather have a drink than 
coffee. But she could have either, 
whichever she preferred. She stood 
staring at the coffee as it bubbled and 
then she turned the fire down to a circle 
of pale blue beads and went back into 
the living room. It would be pleasant, it 
would be cosy. 

And then there was the sound of foot- 
steps up the stairs, down the hall, and 
a tap at the door. She stood there 
staring, not wanting to open it, not 
wanting to see Sylvia. If she just stood 
there, doing nothing, Sylvia would go 
away again. She stood, holding her 
breath. The clock began beating the 
muffled drums, 

“Mrs. Ellison?’’ Sylvia’s voice 
sounded impatient. The tap at the door 
was louder. ‘‘Clyde!” 

She had forgotten the lights. Of 
course Sylvia could see under the door 
that the lights were on; she knew that 
she was there. How silly she was behav- 
ing. She would ask Clyde to take her 
to the doctor right away, tomorrow. 
She was behaving foolishly. 

“Yes,” she said. She fixed a smile on 
her face and she opened the door and 
stood looking at Sylvia. “Do come in,” 
she said. “I was in the other room.” 

Sylvia came in. She looked around. 
“Clyde?” she said. “‘Where is he?” 

“Why, he just stepped out,” Virginia 
said, “for a minute.” Why did she say 
that? Why didn’t she say, I’m sorry, 
I should bave told you, but be won’t be 
here until quite late, until midnight. She 
opened her mouth to say the words, but 
Sylvia interrupted her. 
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MAYTAG COMPANY LIMITED - WINNIPEG 


When you need help from constipation, 
NR Tablets are a good ALL-VEGE- 
TABLE Laxative. ey contain the 
simple extracts of plants and herbs which 
help cleanse the intestinal tract. You 
take NR Tablets at night with a full 
lass of water. They work overnight. 
fn the morning you feel fresher and 
brighter. You can regulate the dose to 
meet your own personal needs. If you 
need only a small amount of laxative, 
NR Juniors (one-third dose) may prove 
sufficient. If you need more laxative, 
take Regular NR Tablets. In this way, 
you may avoid taking more laxative 
than you need, and if you are careful 
about your living habits, you can use 
NR Tablets to gradually sidetrack the 
use of all laxatives, except at odd times. 


So—if constipation bothers you—choose 
NR ALL-VEGETABLE Laxative. Get 
a package today. Regular NR comes in 
plain or chocolate coated—NR Juniors, 
in chocolate coated 
only. 10c and 25¢ 








Constipation 


Nature’s Remedy is made of herbs 
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The story of 


‘well 


‘and the washer that 
wouldn't wear out! 















1. Locomotive ’Z 
washers can claim 


many satisfied 


customers, but ch 
none better satis- \< Sk ((K 
fied than Mrs. W. 7% 

G. Wixon of Tor- 
onto, Canada. 
Way back in 1924 ——S4 5” 
Mrs. Wixon 

bought one of the 

first models pro- 

duced by our factory ...and even 
in those days it was the most eco- 
nomically priced machine on the 
market. 


:. Not so long 
ago Mrs. Wixon 
called in to tell us 
that her Locomo- 
tive... the one 
she purchased 24 
years ago. . is 
STILL service- 
She’s had it 
repaired only once 
and it’s been in 


able. 





in all that time, 
continuous use. 


3. When Mrs. 
Wixon 


new more modern 







&, 


~~ 


wants a "3 


a 
« 


take | 
anything but a 
LOCOMOTIVE! | 
Experience has }\ 
taught her that 
Locomotive 


washer, you can 
bet that 


wouldn't 


she 


means quality and 
reliability. 


4. The Locomo 
tive costs less 
than other elec- 
tric washers ... 
and to 
own. It’s simple 
in construction, 
built from the 


finest of materi- 


to buy 











als. . For econo- 
my, quality and 
years of = satis- 
1 faction... buy 
; Locomotive. 


BRANTFORD WASHING MACHINES LIMITED 
BRANTFORD ONTARIO CANADA 
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“T need to talk with him,” she said. 
“TI have something to tell him-—about 
my investments.” She sat down in 
a chair facing the fireplace and she 
threw back her coat. She was dressed 
in black, and against her dark hair her 
skin looked very beautiful and clear. 

“Tl get you some coffee.” Virginia 
went quickly through the dining room, 
into the kitchen. She stood there staring 
at the coffee, at the little circle of blue 
beads. Odd that she should have such a 
definite feeling about Sylvia Forrester, a 
feeling of dislike. Was she being in- 
fluenced by Clyde? She should arrange 
the tray, take in the coffee. 

But she knew couldn’t. She 
couldn’t possibly! There was something 
evil here. Something bad. And she 
couldn’t see Sylvia again. Let her wait 
there until Clyde came home. Let her 
talk with Clyde! She looked about her. 
She would leave! She would go now, 
down the back stairs, out of the apart- 
ment house, away, anywhere. 

And then, even as she moved toward 
the back door that led outward to the 
little porch and the service stairs, she 
heard a movement. It was the sound of 
someone coming up the stairs, the soft, 
muffled tread of someone coming up very 
carefully onto the porch, toward the 
door. She stood, panic-stricken. And 
then, possessed by the one desire to get 
away, to get away from the apartment, 
from the woman in the living room, from 


she 


the person moving so quietly up the 
stairs, she turned quickly. She went 
back into the dining room. She could see 
the top of Sylvia’s head, just the top of 
it, against the chair back. She moved 
quickly to the window of the dining 
room. There was a fire escape there. She 
would get outside just a moment in the 
fresh cool air until she could get herself 
straightened out. Until she could get 
over this horribly frightened feeling. 
The window moved noiselessly and, 
once outside, she turned and lowered it 
again. She sat a moment in the dark, 
drawing her robe about her, feeling the 
cold of the tron bars against her body, 
through the fabric. She stared into the 
dining room. She could see the swinging 
door into the kitchen, she could see a 
But 


corner of the living room. not 


Sylvia, she couldn’t see her. 


THE KITCHEN door began opening, 
She felt 


very carefully, very slowly. 


herself breathless, caught up tn an agony 
of breathlessness, as a swimmer might be 
caught up, holding his breath under 
water, under the dusky cold depths of it. 
A gloved hand began pushing at the door 
and carefully, slowly, there followed a 
body, a man’s body, in dark clothes, in a 
dark hat. She couldn’t see his face, and 
she found herself straining forward 
The man moved forward, very care- 
fully, very slowly, very gracefully. He 
closed the door silently, he went toward 
the living room. He had something in 
his right hand, a heavy something that 
he carried, lifting a little as he moved 
forward. His eyes were intent, fastened 
on something in front of him, on 
knew—Sylvia’s head, on the dark hair 
showing just above the top of the chair. 
Softly he moved forward, and the 
light caught his face now, and she let out 
her breath. How very foolish she was to 
be frightened. For the man was Clyde ! He 
had merely come home early, that was 
all. He had come home to surprise her. 
She should call out to him. No, she 
would let him go all the way into the 
living room and then she would get off 
this cold fire escape and never let him 
know how foolish she had been. 
She leaned forward a little. He was so 


she 


very intent on surprising her! He was 
planning to slip up on her, thinking that 
Sylvia was she! How foolish he would 
look! 

And _ then—she him 
hand, the hand with the object in it. He 
raised it quite high, it seemed to be 
rigid, and keeping it 


saw raise his 


something very 
high he moved on, past her range of 
vision into the living room. 

She shivered, and then she knew, 
quite clearly and quite horribly, that 
she could not go back into the room. 
She could not go in and see Clyde and 
Sylvia. She stood up and clutched at 
the iron railing of the fire escape. She 
Something was wrong 
She must 


must get away. 
with her, and she must run. 
run away from herself, from her hus- 
band, from her home. She was afraid of 
everything, of the darkness, of people. 

She began stumbling down the fire 
escape. Her slippers caught on the sharp 
edges and she let them drop and 
hurried on in her stocking feet. At the 
lowest step her robe caught and tore, 
but she moved impatiently, not caring. 
There was a drop now of four feet, but 





For a Lovely Table. 


To show off a gleaming table-top, enhance fine 


china and crystal, hand-done cutwork linens are loveliest of all. This set of mats, 
| traycloth and serviettes is of fine quality, round-thread cut-work linen in ivory 
shade. Stamped ready for working in an elaborate rose design. 


TO ORDER: No. 165C: place mats (12 by 18 inches) 50 cents each; centre mat 
12 by 21 inches) 60 cents; serviettes, 25 cents each. Cottons for 4-place set 
white, ecru or rose with green) 60 cents No. 166C: matching tray cloth (21 
by 15 inches) 85 cents; cottons for working 20 cents. 
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SUSAN SHAW 
Nothing is Less Likely Than the 
Plain Truth About Patsy Sloots. 


ocr - Tenge 


Once upon a time in 1946, a 17-year old gir] 
walked into a film producer's office without 
any introduction and said that she had no 
acting experience but she would like to be a 
film star. So the producer arranged for her 
to have a part in a film and told her to work 
very hard, which she did. Consequently, 
she now has a starring role. 


* * * 


Of all the improbable yarns, this needs only 
some such incredible touch as the story 
that the girl's name was Patsy Sloots. 
It was. The whole thing sounds much more 
believable if her new screen name, which 
producer Sydney Box gave her along with 
her first part, is used. That is Susan Shaw. 
She has a small part in HOLIDAY CAMP, 
a much bigger one in IT ALWAYS RAINS 
ON SUNDAY and a lead in LONDON 
BELONGS TO ME, now in front of 


the cameras. 


* * * 


One essential item missing from this recital 
is the fact that Susan, ex-Patsy, happened in 
just when the J. Arthur Rank Organisation 
was founding the Company of Youth, a 
charm school, to train promising and 
diligent youngsters for film careers. The 
honor graduates, including Miss Shaw, are 
now arriving on the screen. 


* * * 


This explains why the spring styles in 
British motion pictures seem to have so 
suddenly and mysteriously added a crop of 
trim young players to their supporting casts, 
traditionally and invariably noteworthy for 
the brilliant work of London character 
actors and actresses. 


* * * 


Off in the distance but already impressive 
among coming motion pictures are: 
OLIVER TWIST (which director David 
Lean is just completing after GREAT 
EXPECTATIONS) and RED SHOES, 
a ~ ped 77, (oaenet and made by 
owell an ressburger, pr 

BLACK NARCISSUS.» = 


At Your Favorite Theatre Soon 
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TIRED EYES LOVE 
EYE-GENE 


ee 
Tired, Dull one minute ... Rested, Cleared the next! 


SAFE RELIEF NOW IN SECONDS! 


That's how fast just two drops of safe, gentle 
EYE-GENE act to relieve your eyes tired from glare, 
wind, smoke or overwork. Y ou feel Tag 
its soothing effect in seconds! Use io @ 
EYE-GENE every day. It’s Guaranteed by > 
harmless. Economical, too. 25¢, 
60¢, $1 bottles at Druggists, Try it! 










BRUSH AWAY gs 





© Now, at home, you can quickly tint telltale gray to 
natural-appearing shades—from lightest blonde to dark- 
est black. Brownatone and a small brush does it—or your 
money back. Approved by thousands—Brownatone is 
guaranteed harmless when used as directed. No skin test 
needed. The principal coloring agent is a ly vege- 
table derivative with iron and copper salts aided for fast 
action. Cannot affect waving of hair. Lasting—does not 
wash out. Just hb or comb it in. One application 
imparts desired color. Simply retouch, as new gray a 

pears. Easy to prove on & test lock of your hair. bbe 
and $1.65 at druggists. Get BROWNATONE now, or 


Write for FREE TEST BOTTLE 


Mention natural color of your hair. Send a t card 
today—BROW NATONE, pt.i24, COVINGTON, KY. 


with tasty, nourishin 


Paris Paté. Spreads 
like butter, inexpensive, just 
the thing for luncheons and 
picnics. 

4-46 


PARIS-PATE 


ee ” 





EXPORT 


CANADA'S FINEST 
CIGARETTE 











she didn’t mind. It was important only to 
get away. To get away somewhere. 

There was a man getting out of a car 
across the street. He would take her 
somewhere. It was a car she had never 
seen, and there were now two men 
instead of one, but it didn’t matter; she 
would get them to take her away. 
“Help!” she said and began running, 
“Help!” 

“Virginia!” said the man, and it was 
Pete Baker. She should be surprised, of 
course, but everything was so confused. 
The whole day was like a dream wherein 
nothing natural at all had happened. 
““What’s happened?” He caught her 
arm and held it tightly. It hurt and she 
winced with pain. His fingers were over 
the bruise from falling in the car. 

She shook the hair back out of her 
eyes. Let’s be sensible. Let’s not be 
hysterical. “I don’t know,” she said. 
And then she saw that a dark figure, a 
man, was coming around the side of the 
apartment house, and she began trem- 
bling. “Clyde!” she said. “‘Clyde!”’ she 
called, “Clyde!” And she was horrified 
to find that she was screaming, scream- 
ing loudly, wildly. The figure stopped 
and stood motionless, and then it began 
to run, and the man who was with Pete 
began running after him, calling for him 
to stop, and there was a swift blaze of fire 
and a shot. 


WHEN SHE awoke she was in her own 
room. There was her dresser and her 
brush and her mirror, and her green robe 
lying ona chair. There was a man sitting 
by the bed, and he looked pleasant and 
plump and agreeable. 

“Well,” he said, “now I think you'll be 
all right.” His voice sounded assured. 
A doctor. All doctors sounded assured. 

She looked at him, trying to think. 
Clyde must have taken her to the doctor 
after all. She had probably completely 
lost her mind and he had taken her 
immediately. She turned her head. And 
there was Pete Baker standing there. 

“Feel all right?” he said. “‘You just 
fainted.” 

“Oh,” she said, “I thought maybe I 
had gone crazy.” 

The doctor stood up and began 
fastening a little black bag. “She'll be 
all right,” he said. “It’s the other one 
that’s pretty bad.” 

She frowned. The other one? Was 
Clyde hurt? And then a flood of memory 
came about, and she shut her eyes and 
shivered. 

Pete Baker sat down in the chair. 
“It’s a good thing you didn’t trust him,” 
he said. And when she opened her eyes 
and looked at him enquiringly, he said, 
“Your husband. Clyde.” 

“Trust?” she said frowning. And then 
she knew, of course, that she didn’t trust 
him, she never had, not from the very 
beginning! He had been too smart, too 
good-looking, too sophisticated from the 
very beginning to marry such an ordin- 
ary, such a plain, poor little girl as she. 
But she had wanted a happy marriage, 
she had wanted to be a good wife, she 
had tried so hard! 

“Where is he?” she said now, looking 
at Pete, and she knew even before he 
opened his mouth that Clyde was gone. 
That the shot she had heard had found a 
mark. 

She lay a moment staring at the ceil- 
ing, trying to piece things together. 
“He tried to kill me,” she said. “He 
thought that Sylvia was me. And 
Sylvia? Is she badly hurt?” 
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“Loveliest in the world” is what travellers call exquisite Maligne Lake 
in Canada’s Rockies. Jasper National Park and Jasper Park Lodge 
offer everything—golf, swimming, riding, motoring, tennis, guest-of- 
honor living in an eye-filling mountain setting. 





Half the fun of seeing Canada is 
the relaxation of travelling by the 
largest railway system on the con- 
tinent. The Continental Limited 
offers through standard and tourist 
sleeping cars, between Jasper and 
Vancouver, Winnipeg, Toronto 
and Montreal. Plan to visit Alaska 
this year. Canadian National’s 
luxurious new “Prince George” 
plying between Vancouver and 
Skagway, Alaska, makes her maid- 
en voyage June 19. 


Se Onoda, ot iti ost 
5 40 CANADIAN NATIONAL 





Steamships to Alaska, Bermuda 
and the West Indies. Airlines. 
Resort and all-year hotels. Tele- 
graphs. Express. All are part of 
Canadian National—largest and 
most complete transportation sys- 
tem in America. Serves all Canada 
with direct services to principal 
U.S. cities. Whether at home, or 
going places, in all your contacts with 
Canadian National you'll experience 
courtesy and service. 


See Canada by C.N.R. “We'll tell you where 
—and take you there.” Ask your nearest 
Canadian National agent. 





NATIONAL 


THE RAILWAY TO EVERYWHERE IN CANADA 
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If you want to eat part of your cake and have the rest of it, this smartly 
designed cake-saver is just the thing. Or when you want to preserve its 
first fine freshness and bring it to the table in style, this is the way to do it. 
Fashioned in four colors of Bakelite—a black base and an ivory, green, blue 
or yellow cover. Either combination will make a lovely addition to your 
household. When not being used for serving or storing cake and sandwiches 
it can be used for passing beverages, rolls, cookies, or what have you. 


ABSOLUTELY NO COST TO YOU! 


This lovely cake-saver will be sent to you FREE OF ALL COST, if you will send us 
three 1 year new or renewal subscriptions for CHATELAINE at $1.50 each. You may 
include your own new or renewal subscription in making up the total. THE OTHER 
TWO SUBSCRIPTIONS MUST BE SOLD AND PAID FOR BY THE SUBSCRIBERS. 
You probably know of some of your friends who will be or should be reading 
Chatelaine. Telephone them, and ask them to place their order through you. 


Just list the names and addresses of the subscribers on a plain sheet of paper, 
showing how much each paid. On the same sheet, tell us whether you want the 
ivory, green, yellow or blue cake-saver with black base, and clearly print your own 
name and address. Mail with remittance to: 


Prize Division C4, Chatelaine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto, Ont. 











Proud is the hostess... 


. . . whose decorative and table appointments include beautiful 
Royal Brierley Crystal... for Royal Brierley is English 
Crystal known and celebrated throughout the world for its 
peerless design and cutting—its flawless quality. 


Ask to see the new patterns in Royal Brierley Crysta) Stem- 
ware and Decorative Ware to bring sparkling glamor to your 
table and living room. 

Sold at better dealers everywhere 


Distributed in 
Canada by 
British Ceramics & 
Crystal (Canada) 
Limited, Toronto 


ROYAL, 
CRYSTA 


Listen to “Music Hall of Fame’ — Every Sunday Afternoon — 10 Stations Coast to Coast 


“Pretty bad,” said Pete. “She may 
not pull through. But she’s done a lot of 
talking.” 

“Tell me.” She turned so that she 
could see him, see the nice grin, the 
blue eyes. “Tell me everything.” 

“Well,” he said, “in the first place, 
you’re an heiress. You’re due for a 
fortune on your twenty-fifth birthday. 
Your mother’s father willed it to you, 
you and whatever family you possessed 
on your twenty-fifth birthday. Nobody 
knew presumably but the lawyer who 
drew up the will. But Clyde found it out 
somehow or other. Sylvia says he lived 
on the West Coast for a while. And he 
knew even before he ever met you. In 
fact, that is why he met you. He 
probably didn’t intend to kill you right 
at the beginning—that is, until he met 
Sylvia. Then he decided to do away 
with you. It would look better, he 
figured, if it happened before the money 
came, before your twenty-fifth birthday. 

“First he thought that if you had a 
baby, you might die—your mother had. 
Then he thought up a number of cute 
little tricks—of having a kitten with 
infected claws scratch you, of having you 
fall down steep cellar stairs, or from 
a fast-moving car. That is why Sylvia 
tried to give you a sleeping drug in the 
drink at the play. You would be drowsy 
and fall. And then he thought of an 
accident on a mountain road. And when 
you refused to fall in with his plans, 
through a normal, but subconscious 
mistrust of his actions, he decided it 
would be best to come back and kill 
you, as if you had been killed by a 
prowler. The back door was made to 
look as if it had been forced open; the 
apartment was ransacked and your 
jewels taken. The only thing he hadn’t 
figured on was that Sylvia was here. He 
didn’t know that. He thought he killed 
you. Until you called out to him from 
the street. Then he was panic-stricken 
and ran.” 

“And you?” she said now. “How did 
you happen to be here?” 

“Well, after you told me about his first 
wife’s being accidentally killed, but that 
she left him only a little money, and that 
he made six hundred a month—I 
decided to do some figuring. . 1 knew he 
didn’t make that much. I figured he lied 
to you. I figured that he and Sylvia, for 
all his saying he disliked her, were in 
cahoots. I knew the girl when she was 
involved in another shady undertaking. 
So I talked with her after I saw you. | 
told her, on a hunch, that there was 
something fishy about his first wife’s 
death, and that if anything happened to 
you, the police would be interested. She 
decided to see Clyde and tell him the 
whole thing was off, as far as she was 
concerned. To deal her out. But I was 
afraid for you, so I told the police as 
much as | knew, and brought one out 
with me.” 

“Oh,” said Virginia. She smiled at 
him. She was confused, upset, still 
possessed by a sense of fear. But she 
was sane! She was all right! There 
wasn’t anything wrong with her mind! 

“I’m all right,” she said. And then 
she smiled at him. “I mean, I’m really 
all right. I like babies, and kittens, and 
pretty houses, and trips in the moun- 
tains.” 

“Sure,” said Pete. “Sure you do.” He 
lighted a cigarette and blew a smoke 
ring, very white and thick and it hung 
there between them. ‘‘So do I,” he said. 
**So do I.” + 
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HOW TO MAKE ow. 
DOLLS Tae rd a) 


and profit! 


HOME-MADE DOLLS have an irresistible 
appeal all their own-—perhaps because so 
much love and effort is put into their making. 
‘irace L. Schauffler, the author, has been 
making (and collecting) dolls for many years 
In this new book, she tells you simply and 
exactly how to make your own dolls-—(and 
also clothes, apcessories and furniture}. Here 
are directions for making :—Beanbag Brownie; 
ink Rabbit; Paper Dolls; Susie Sock; Quil- 
ted Queenie; Corn Husk Dolls and Animals; 
Apple Grandma; Doll-House Dolls; Princess 
Ann Elizabeth; Rose-Mary and Mary-Hose 
(two dolls in one); and many more. Full size 
patterns are provided. Careful drawings show 
each step of the making as well as the fin- 
ished doll. The directions are so clearly given 
and the patterns so simple that children can 
follow them, yet from the same book, dolls 
can be made to sell successfully in shops. 
Little girls are thrilled and wide-eyed, big girls 
give them the honor spot on their dressing table 
and collectors add them to their collections 
author devotes a complete section to DOLL COL- 
LECTING, and includes photographs and descrip- 
tions of famous dolls, collections and museum rari- 
ties. Also advice on Doll Homes, Doll Display, 
Selling Dolls, Doll Values, ete 


Send for a copy of “HOW TO MAKE YOUR OWN § 
DOLLS FOR PLEASURE AND PROFIT’'. Enclose * 
money order or bank cheque to the valve of 8 
$2.50 U. S. currency. (No stamps). No C.0.0. & 
shipments possible. if not completely satisfied, © 
you can get your money back at once. ’ 

HOBBY BOOK MART, Dept. CC4 ‘ 
120 Greenwich St. New York 7, N.Y. 8 
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FOUR LONG STITCHES 

TO PAD BUTTON HOLE 
Darn Stockings, Mend Tears, Attach 

Zippers and Sew On 

Sensational new invention makes but- 
ton-hole making as easy as basting a 
hem. Twice as neat results in half the 
ee Seer Fits any sewing machine 
attaches in a moment. In our wonderful 
offer you get not one but TWO of NOTHING 
these valuable attachments. Simple to LIME IT! 
use. Complete with hoop for darning 
stockings, button-hole guide and easy directions in pic- 
tures. Test at our risk FREE ..» NEEDLE THREADER, 
Prompt ay ae you masverous time saving, eye- 
saving needle threader. Write today! SEND NO MONEY 
—ORDER NOW. Just send your name. When you re- 
ceive your new improved button-hole attachment and 
FREE needle threader, deposit only $1.00 plus C.O.D. 
charges thru postman on guarantee if you aren't delighted, 
you may return for one dollar refund. Or send cash with 
order, we pay postage. Special 3 sets for $2.50 NOW, 
Mail your name and address to: 


London Specialties, Dept. 501-D, 22 College St. 
Toronto, Ontario 


3 SIDE-WAY 
FINISH STITCH 


Buttons, too! New! 
improved! 
NOW ONLY 


$400 
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THIS EASY WAY 





Nupercaine, Blue-Jay’s amazing in- 

ient, quickly deadens the in 
around a corn’s hard core. Blue-Jay’s 
gentle medication softens, loosens, the 
core itself. Then you just lift it out. 
Only Blue-Jay gives you such speedy 
relief! Try it y! 





CLEARS 
oLOW 


Basins and tubs will be easier 
to clean, when drains act fast. 
Sediment will run away 
quickly, won’t cling to basin 
sides. Keep drains fast-running 
with 2 tablespoons of Giilett’s 
Drain Cleaner every week. 


ACTS 
FASTER 
costs 
LESS 








Are You What’s Wrong . . . 


Continued from page 7 























































tional ice-breaking. Even if your guests 
just wear a sprig of green in their lapels 
or put on a paper hat, some bit of 
dressing up for the occasion is fun. Little 
surprises during the evening are good, 
so long as they’re not too involved. 
Hidden prizes for spot dances, and two 
or three good games or stunts, to be 
used if needed to brighten things up, are 
a wise precaution. This goes especially 
if people don’t know each other well. 
A show or magic or some card tricks, if 
you have a talented amateur among 
your friends, is a good idea. An old- 
fashioned game involving forfeits can be 
made great fun if you are clever at 
thinking up amusing ideas. Charades 
or Twenty Questions can be used to get 
the forfeits going—and if you listen to 
the radio you can think of a dozen kind 
of quizzes that could be put on to good 
effect. But don’t make the guests’ 
assignments too complicated. Anything 
that requires a lot of effort during a 
social evening gets to be a nuisance. 

If you go around in a fairly close- 
knit gang, try out a treasure hunt or 
a progressive dinner some evening for 
a change. Both can be great fun and 
a division of work is never a bad idea. 

Most teen-agers feel, and rightly, that 
their parents should be on hand when 
guests arrive and leave. And mother 
and dad should take the trouble to 
smarten up and look pretty slick for 
your party—even if they nip out to the 
movies or over to the neighbors’ to play 
bridge for two or three hours during the 
evening. Tell them it’s quite all right 
for them to be absent for the greater 
part of the evening (provided you’ve 
shown that you’re the kind of person 
who can run a party properly yourself) 
but ask them—let them !—back to help 
with the supper and so on. 

Plan food carefully but simply. Sand- 
wiches or hot dogs, special nutty cookies 
and maybe one big gooshy cake that 
boys really love, will do the trick. 
(Cheese, sardines and salmon are usually 
good sandwich bets.) If you work hard 
yourself beforehand to get ready, and 
two or three of the kids stay after to help 
clean up and have fun gossiping over 
the party, you'll find the family much 
more in favor of future parties. 

If you live in crowded quarters, as so 
many of us do nowadays, it might be 
nice to drop into the neighbors’ or the 
other apartments nearby, mention the 
party and say you hope it won’t disturb 
anyone too much and you'll have 
everyone gone by midnight or not later 
than one o'clock. If you serve supper 
around 11, you can keep the party 
quieter from then on. Eleven is the 
generally accepted hour for piping down 
on festivities to at least a more muted 
degree. And you will help your own 
and the family’s popularity roundabout 
if you ask the boys please not to honk 
horns or shout or bang doors or Anything 
of the sort as they’re leaving. 

Of course if you decide to dash off 
somewhere with the gang for food or 
to help take people home, you'll lose 
control of the good-by’s and the tidying 
up. You must be grown-up about 
realizing that when you give a party you 
have a different kind of good time than 
when you go, carefree, to one. The 
satisfaction of being a good hostess is 
worth the effort you spend. 
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THE 
Westinghouse WASHER 
Youll Ce powd to own / 


If you like to be proud of your laundry... 
and who doesn’t?... 


If you’d like to make your precious clothes 
last a lot longer...and who wouldn’t?... 


If you’re interested in saving work, worry 
and money for many years..and whoisn’t?.. 


Then Westinghouse designed and built this 
handsome new washer just for you ... to 
wash your clothes cleaner... to save them 
from washday wear ....and to give you 
more years of trouble-free service. 








Le? 
Ww 


CANADAS 
NEWEST 
WASHER 





51490 


Automatic 
Pump for fast 
emptying, no 

lifting water 
$12.50 extra. 
& 
See your 
Westinghouse 
aler 


153M 811 


CU Aes 


Westinghouse 


CANADIAN WESTINGHOUSE CO. 


LIMITED - 


HAMILTON, 





CANADA 
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Marconi 


This automatic collapsible iron is only 11% inches high when 
folded flat; comes with its own carrying case. The handle locks into 
up or down position by means of a metal lever. Seven control settings 
register degree of temperature as well as fabric range for accurate 
work. The same company makes a nonautomatic travel iron in a 
similar style for AC-DC current. Both irons are light in weight. 
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Renfrew Electric 






An extremely lightweight iron: less A flick of the thumb changes the heat 


than three pounds. This is partly due regulator in the nose of the iron (middle 
to the aluminum alloy sole-plate. -The of group) from one setting to the next. 
nsulated streamlined plastic handle has Five fabric settings give a wide ironing 
a thumb grip for the right hand. Six range. The iron heats up quickly, 
temperature settings on a dial-control reaching correct heat for “‘rayon’’ in less 


” 


range from “rayon” to “high. than a minute. Medium-light weight. 


The Institute Looks 


by Jane Monteith THE IRONS of today are a far ery from the 
old flatirons that used to spend half their time on the kitchen stove being 
“hotted” up. Now a mere flick of the finger will give you the proper tempera- 
ture for ironing any fabric you wish. Result: faster ironing and no scorching! 

There’s only one thing you need to watch with these irons. Most of them 
are designed for use on Alternating Current only. (Irons designed for use on 
both Alternating and Direct current, such 
as travel irons, do not have automatic 
controls.) So be sure to understand the 
wiring in your house before you go shopping. 

Examine all the different kinds of irons 
before you buy a new one. Decide which 
style fits your particular needs, remembering 
the size of your washing and the type of 
garments to be ironed. Lift the irons to 
study their “feel,” then pretend to press a 
napkin on the counter. The handle should 
tit your hand comfortably; the iron should 
seem easy and convenient for you to use, 


Steam Electric Silex Manning-Bowman 7 
Small perforations in the nose of the sole-plate Steam in this dual-purpose iron (above) is directed This iron features a cord that swings on its own 
release the steam in this double-duty iron. The along grooves in the sole-plate, through perforations ball swivel. The cord follows each ironing stroke; gives 
“tank” is filled with water (soft, if possible), the behind a centre disc, to provide moisture that covers greater freedom of action on: tricky jobs. A five- 
ypening plugged and the current turned on. Water the entire ironing surface. An additional outlet control-setting dial behind the nose of the handle 
capacity is 10 ounces, which should give steam for exhausts the steam for dry ironing. The water can easily be reached even while the iron is in motion. 
about three quarters of an hour. Water is drained off capacity is eight ounces. Temperature control at The streamlined handle is insulated for cooler ironing; 
when used as a “dry” iron. The selective dial back of the tron is used for both wet and dry ironing; is comfortable for right- or left-handed ironers. 
controls temperature for both dry and steam ironing. switch on handle coverts from “‘steam’” to “dry.” Medium-light weight for pleasant all-purpose duty. 





Sunbeam 


Twin ‘‘eyes,’’ set in the handle-base of 
this British-made product (right) flash 
green when contact is made; go out when 
desired ironing temperature is reached. 
The three-setting heat control may be 
turned to high, medium or low. Two 


thumb grooves. Medium-light weight. ? 






































at the (948 Irons... 


! 
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If you buy an automatic iron, even if you've used one before, it’s wise to give yourself 
a short “‘learning” period to discover the right settings for your way of ironing. If you 
work slowly, you may prefer to use lower settings than the ones recommended on the dial. 
Many manufacturers suggest that you begin to iron at the fabric setting just below the 
one indicated. It’s easy to move the control up to a higher setting if you wish. 

Make the best use of your iron by following a definite order of work. Iron the articles 
requiring low heat first, then gradually increase the temperature—finishing off with 


cottons and linens. 

Most clothes should be dampened before ironing. 
This is particularly necessary when using the new 
lightweight irons which remove wrinkles by heat 
only, rather than a combination of heat and pressure. 

Steam irons dampen as they press. Be sure to 
read the instructions very carefully: note how much 
water the “tank” holds and the recommended 
procedure for filling. Never overfill. When filled, 
keep the iron level, or with the nose pointing slightly 
up, then there’ll be no dribbling of water but a 
continuing flow of steam. 






A sturdy low-priced iron which gives good service for 
general duty work. Operates equally well on alternating 
or direct current. A needle indicator registers the iron’s 
heat—gives warning of high temperatures when delicate 
fabrics are being ironed. 
needle will tell you when to plug in or remove the cord. 
The walnut handle is just as comfortable when used with 
the left as with the right hand. 


An occasional glance at the 


Fairly heavy weight. 
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Westinghouse 


A dial with six fabric settings controls the temperature 
of this heavy-duty model which uses less current than some 
automatic irons. The dial is centred just beneath the 
handle, the indicator mounted on a plastic base for cool 
handling. The iron may be safely left plugged in when 
set at the “off” position. The reinforced plastic handle 
is ‘designed to fit right or left hand. Fairly heavy weight. 





Bersted ) 





Dual temperature setting is 
geared to fast, slow or medium- 
speedy ironers; arrows on the 
fabric-setting dial are matched 
with arrows of one of the three 
speed-settings. This combina- 
tion permits people who iron 
at different speeds to use the 
same iron. Medium - light 
weight; for left or right hand, 


Twin grooves near the nose of 
the sole-plate of this iron (below) 
simplify pressing around buttons 
or pleats. It’s a comparatively 
heavy-weight model, designed 
for general duty, and thermo- 
statically controlled for all kinds 
of ironing. A thumb rest is 
provided on the handle for a 
comfortable right-handed grip. 
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A midget traveling iron, weighing only three pounds, 
has a very small sole-plate. The detachable handle swings 
away from the two large screws; can be removed entirely 
and packed separately. The iron’s small size makes it 
easy to tuck into an overnight bag. Because it has no 
thermostatic control, it can be used on a-c or d-c current. 
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General Electric 


The dial of this handy iron is placed in the nose of 
the handle for easy setting. The readily accessible knob 
adjusts to seven settings thermostatically controlled for 
different types of fabrics. A red light flashes when current 
is on, goes out when correct ironing temperature is reached. 
The cool plastic handle has two thumb grooves for right- 
or left-handed ironers. This is a very light-weight tron— 
is designed to remove creases from clothes by heat alone. 
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Amalgamated Electric 





The extra-long, extra-wide sole-plate of the iron above 
provides greater ironing surface for greater ironing speed 
Five fabric settings are indicated on a dial at the base of 
the handle. The finger-fitting lever moves easily from 
left to right as different ironing temperatures are desired. 
The hand rest is indented to fit the ironer’s right thumb 


for greater ironing comfort. Medium-light weight. 








































92 — Chatelaine, April, 1948 





The ice refrigerator of today offers 
you the most efficient, most com- 
plete refrigerator money can buy. 
Inits ice-conditioned food compart- 
ment, foods keep juicy and full- 
flavoured naturally. The ice moist, 
ice cold, ice pure air protects 
precious vitamin-full juices—guards 
delicate flavours—keeps foods in 
prime condition. No bothersome 
covers—no aggravating exchange 
of food flavours. When you have 
an ice refrigerator you have com- 
plete refrigeration. 





Food odours NEVER mingle in the pure, 
circulating air of your ice salagoente. oods 
of strong flavour, like onions, fish, do not 
taint those of delicate flavour. 





Real, crystal-clear ice on your table means 
eye-appeal, appetite-appeal—makes a hit 
with guests. Ask your ice dealer for booklet 
“Glamour-Ice your Table Settings.” 


For models and sizes avail- 
able, see your local ice 
dealer who displays this 
emblem, or write Canadian 
Ice Foundation, 137 Wel- 
lington St. W., Toronto, Can 











REPORTS 


Sink and Basin Drains wil! never become clogged if 
grease and sediment are not allowed to accumulate. Simple to do 
this by using a drain cleanser once a week. With such treatment 
regularly, expensive cures like emergency calls to the plumber 
won't be necessary. It’s just the application of that old rule— 
“Better to use preventive measures rather than cures.” 











The Kitehen Shelf may offer first aid when accidental 
spills cause stains on fabrics. Cornmeal and cornstarch, for ex- 
ample, are excellent for taking up liquids spilled on rugs, uphol- 
stery or mattresses where washing isn’t possible. Pour the corn- 
meal or cornstarch on the stain immediately. They will absorb 
much of the liquid. Prompt treatment with baking soda is first 
aid for acid stains that may discolor or damage fabrics. 


Hard-to-get-at places like the cubbyholes of desks, 
corners of bureau drawers can be quickly and easily cleaned with 
the radiator tool attachment of your vacuum cleaner. Prevents 


broken fingernails and bruised knuckles! 


A New Floor Mop on the Canadian market has a detachable, 
washable pad that zips off and on the sturdy rustproof frame. 
flexible spring socket adjusts the mop for narrow and wide dusting. 


Rich Flavored, smooth and creamy is the latest in canned 
chicken soups. Dilute with water or milk to serve as is; or, for a 
different taste thrill, combine the creamed chicken soup with 
cream of celery or cream of mushroom. With toasted crackers or 
bread sticks here’s soup that’s something special. 





Speaking of Chicken, poultry specialists reveal that 
breast of chicken is good for you. It is an excellent source of niacin, 
one of the important B vitamins. It compares favorably with 
pork and beef liver, noted sources of this vitamin. But have a 
little dark meat, too. It contains more of the other B vitamins, 
riboflavin and thiamine, than white meat. 


This is Angel and Sponge Cake season because eggs 
arein maximum production during April and May. Recipes say to 
let these cakes “hang” until cool. If your tube pan won’t sit upside 


down easily, try this! Set the funnel of pan inside the neck of a 
milk bottle. If the cake has risen high on the funnel, place funnel 


over the top of a small-necked pop bottle. 


Leather Luggage and Chair Covers wil! give much 
longer service if treated regularly with special leather oil. It keeps 
the leather soft and pliable. Prevents those worn and crumbly- 
looking corners and edges that are bound to appear if leather is 
neglected and allowed to get hard and dry. To clean as well as 
preserve leather, use saddle soap several times a year. Both 
leather oil and saddle soap are sold in shoe accessory departments 
of the large stores. 


Coffee “for One”? can be solved by using the new one-cup 
coffee maker. Finely ground coffee is measured into the paper 
filter which fits into an aluminum container. When the boiling 
water is poured in, it filters through the coffee into the cup below. 
No fuss with coffee grounds. They are disposed of along with the 
paper filter which lifts out of the container easily. Simple, too, 
are the new instant coffees. Measure one half to one teaspoonful 
according to the strength preferred) into a cup. Add boiling 
water and stir, ® 





EXPERT RESULTS! 
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TRIMZ 


Ready-Pasted 
Wallpaper 


YOU TOO can paper a room easily, 
quickly, with Trimz Ready-Pasted 
Wallpaper. Just wet and apply. It 
goes on right over your old wall- 
paper or painted surface, dries in 
20 minutes. And such a host of 
beautiful patterns from which to 
choose—all precision trimmed to fit 
and match perfectly. Three $2.75 
boxes, each equal to 3% rolls of 
ordinary wallpaper and including 
20’ of matching border, do a 10 x 
12 room for only $8.25. 


Guaranteed Washalle 


ON SALE AT 
DEPARTMENT, HARDWARE AND 
WALLPAPER STORES. 





“Just dip in (I 
clean water.. ...and apply” 


TRIMZ COMPANY OF CANADA, LIMITED 


VimUl Swomse 7 
















NOW EVEN CITY FOLKS 
MAKE SOAP AT HOME 





SO EASY WITH 


GILLETT’S LYE 


1 tin of Gillett’s and your used 
kitchen fats...that’s all it takes to 
make grand, thrifty household soap! 
In just 20 minutes you have a two 
months’ supply at less than 1¢ a bar. 

And Gillett’s will save you work all 
over the house...clears clogged 
drains, gets toilets gleaming white, 
lifts “cooked-on” food from pots and 
pans. Get a few tins today! 


*Never dissolve lye in hot water. The action 
of lye itself heats water. 
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w A Week’s Desserts 
lop, Continued from page 33 


Sunday 


This is where you can expect a 
unanimous demand for repeat perfor- 
mances. A crispy and spongy meringue 
shell holds fruit and whipped cream. It’s 
cut and served like pie. For fruit filling 
we suggest not-too-sweet straw berry 
preserves, frozen strawberries or rasp- 
berries, apple sauce, canned peaches or 
crushed pineapple (either should be well 
drained), To economize on the amount 
of fruit and whipped cream, the tart 
might be partly filled with thick cus- 
tards (make it with a packaged custard 
pudding mix, if you like). 

Meringue Fruit Tart 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
1 Cupful of fine granulated 
sugar 
3 Egg whites 
l4 Teaspoonful of baking powder 
lg Teaspoonful of salt 
1 Teaspoonful of vanilla 
1 Teaspoonful of vinegar 
1 Teaspoonful of water 
Sweetened fresh or stewed 
fruit 
Whipped cream 

Sift the sugar. Put the egg whites on 
large platter, add baking powder and 
salt. Combine vanilla, vinegar and the 
water. Whip the egg whites with wire 
whip until they are very stiff. Add the 
sifted sugar very slowly, % teaspoonful 
at a time, alternately with a few drops 
of the combined liquids. Beat con- 
stantly. When all the ingredients have 
been added, continue to beat the 
meringue for several minutes. Heap it 
ona lightly greased ovenproof platter or 
dish from Ww hich it is to be sery ed. Shape 
the meringue like a pie shell with a wide 
high edge, using a spatula or knife. 
Bake it in a very slow oven (275 deg. F.) 
for 1 hour or longer. When ready to 
serve, fill centre of meringue with sweet- 
ened fresh or stewed fruit. Top it with 
lightly sweetened and flavored whipped 
cream. Yield: Six to eight servings. 

NOTE: When using electric beater 
for meringue, combine all the ingredi- 
ents except the sugar. Use high speed. 
When the egg whites are stiff add the 
sugar, a tablespoonful at a time. 


Monday 

Trifle plays a dual role with leftovers, 
using the “end” of the week-end cake 
and the egg yolks that have been sitting 
in the refrigerator since the Meringue 
Tart was made on Saturday. (Hope you 
remembered to cover the egg yolks with 
water so they wouldn’t dry out.) If 
there’s no cake on hand, put a little bit of 
preserves or fruit in the bottom of the 
sherbet glass and pour in custard almost 
to the top. 

Trifle 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
3 Tablespoonfuls of sugar 
Few grains of salt 
1 Tablespoonful of cornstarch 
1% Cupfuls of milk 
3 Egg yolks 
¥% Teaspoonful of vanilla 
Cake slices 
Jam or jelly 
Whipped cream (optional) 

Mix sugar, salt and cornstarch thor- 
oughly. Add milk and cook over boiling 
water until mixture is thickened, stirring 

# Continued on page 97 
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need bathroom cleaning 


is Sale. 
easy Wd 


Bon Ami does two jobs at the 
same time—cleans without 
grit—polishes, tool 







Don’t let harsh, gritty cleansers dull 
that shiny “new” look of your bath- 
tubs and sinks. Play safe with 
Bon Ami. No more dirt-catching 
scratches. No more hard scrubbing. 
Lifts off even stubborn dirt. Leaves 
your hands soft and smooth, 


So fast. POUSHES AS IT CLEAN, 





You save time with Bon Ami because you get a 
polish as you clean. It's so easy. Just clean. Rinse: 
And the extra sparkle will delight you! 

P: S. Comes in two convenient forms: Bon Ami 
Powder in the sifter-top can, and the handy, 
economical Bon Ami Cake. 
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NEW FLEISCHMANN’S ROYAL 
Fast Rising Dry Yeast 





pr ae otis ) 
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Get Fleischmann’s Royal Fast 
Rising Dry Yeast to-day, at your 
grocer’s. 


@ Crisp dinner rolls... spicy rich 
dessert breads— what a sparkling 
addition they are to any meal! 





Meals of the Month 


BREAKFAST 


Sliced Oranges 
Cereal 
Jam 
Tea 


Toast 
Coffee 





Stewed Prunes 
Cereal 
Marmalade 
Tea 


Toast 
Coffee 


Tomato Juice 
Pancakes 
Syrup 


Coffee Tea 





Half Grapefruit 
Toasted Scones 
Marmalade 


Coffee Tea 


| Orange Juice 
Scrambled Eggs 
Brown Toast 
Coffee Tea 


Vegetable Juices 
Cereal 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


Apple Juice 
| Cereal 
| Toast 


Jam 
Coffee T 


Tea 





Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Toast 
Coffee 


Jelly 
Cocoa 


Blended Fruit Juice 


APRIL 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER 


Macaroni and Cheese 
Cabbage and Carrot Salad 
Canned Berries 
Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 
Cream of Chicken Soup 
Fresh Fruit Salad 
Cheese Tea Biscuits 
Tea Cocoa 


Toasted Cheese Sandwich 
on Brown Bread 
Cabbage Salad 

Bananas and Cream 
Tea Cocoa 


Salad Plate 
Potato Salad, Tomato Jelly 
Mold, Sliced Bologna, Greens 
| Rolls 
Spanish Cream 
Tea Cocoa 
Potato and Onion Soup 
Bread Sticks 
Fruit Salad 
| on Shredded Cabbage 
| Cookies 
| Tea 





Cocoa 


Noodles in Mushroom Soup 
Sauce 
Carrot and Raisin Salad 
Rolls 
Rennet Custard 
Tea Cocoa 
Welsh Rarebit 
Stewed Tomatoes 
Stewed Rhubarb 
Sponge Cake 
(leftover 


Tea Cocoa 


Cream of Tomato Soup 


Peanut Butter Sandwich 
Apple Sauce 
Wafers 
Tea Cocoa 


Creamy Eggs on Toast 














And how the family loves 
them—so fragrant, so mm-m! de- 
licious made with quick-acting 
Fleischmann’s Royal Fast Rising 
Dry Yeast. 

Fleischmann’s Royal Fast Ris- 
ing Dry Yeast requires no refrig- 
eration... stays full strength 









CHMANNS 
ae 


TRADE MARKS 








for weeks on your pantry shelf. 
You can always be sure of quick 
action... finer results in all baked 
goods. No waiting—no extra 
steps—Fleischmann’s Royal Fast 
Rising Dry Yeast works fast— 
helps you turn out more deli- 
cious, finer textured baked goods 
in jig-time. 
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Cereal Jellied Tomato Molds 
Toast Marmalade : Rolls 
| Coffee Tea _ Canned Berries 
Tea Cocoa 
SAP <a 7 oe Creamed Vegetables on 
SA r Tomato Juice Hot Biscuits 
z Cereal Raw Relishes 
Toast __ Jam Stewed Apples 
Coffee Tea Oatmeal Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 
SUN Half Grapefruit Savory Omelet 
French Toast Vegetable Salad 
Maple Syrup Whole Wheat Muffins 
| Coffee Tea ee Jelly ; 
| a Tea Cocoa 
on 7 ~~ ‘Fomato Waffles 
MON Orange Juice Cheese Sauce 
Cereal Grated Cabbage and Carrot 
. Toast Jelly Salad 
Coffee Tea Date Oatmeal! Cookies 
| Tea Cocoa 
TUE Grape Juice Italian Spaghetti 
Cereal Bread Sticks 
Toasted Scones | Carrot and Raisin Salad 
Coffee Tea a ake 
Tea Cocoa 
WED Mixed Vegetable Juices Tomato Rice Casserole 
c Cereal Cabbage and Peanut Salad 
Toast Jam Butterscotch Blancmange 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa 
Sliced Oranges Cream of Chicken Soup 
Cereal Scrambled Eggs on Toast 
Toasted Muffins Jelly Raw rurnip Sticks 
Coffee Tea Jelly Doughnuts 
Tea Cocoa 
| _— ita 
Stewed Prunes | Cheese Fondue 
Cereal Apple and Cabbage Salad 
Toast Jam Chocolate Cookies 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa 
ay ~ Baked Beans 
Tomato Juice Mustard Pickles 
Cereal | Brown Rolls 
Toast. Marmalade Raw Carrot Fingers 
Coffee Cocoa Apple Sauce Cookies 
ee a Tea Cocoa 
y | Cream of Potato Soup 
| Half Grapefruit | Crackers 
Bran_ Waffles Syrup Cabbage and Carrot Salad 
| Coffee ea Vanilla Tapioca Cream 
i 52" .%. Tea Cocc 
Creamed Chicken 
Orange Juice on Hot Biscuits 
Cereal Raw Carrot Sticks 
Toast Conserve Trifle 
Coffee Tea leftover cake) 


Cocoa 








DINNER 


Meat Cakes 
Creamed Potatoes 
Mustard Pickles 
Johnny Cake 
Syrup 
Coffee Tea 
| Oven-poached Finnan Haddie 
Lemon Sauce 
Boiled Potatoes Beets 
Carrot & Turnip Sticks 
Orange Bread Pudding 
| Coffee Tea 
Lamb Stew 
Mashed Potatoes 
Creamy Corn 
Cottage Pudding 
Butterscotch Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Beans 


Stewed Chicken 
Parsley Dumplings 
Carrots Green Beans 
Apple Pie with Cheese 
Cotiee lea 


Boiled Potatoes 
Mashed Turnips 
Baked Rice Custard 
Coffee 


Braised Pork Liver 
Tomato-Onion Sauce 
Mashed Potatoes 
Lima Bean 
Orange Sponge Cake 
Coftee Tea 
Pot Roast of Beef 
Browned Potatoes Onions 

Raw Carrot Sticks | 
Marmalade Double Boiler 
Pudding 


| Stuffed Flank Steak 

| 1 
} lea 
| 

| 

| 

| 


j 
Colfes Tea 
| 
Cold Roast Beef 
| Creamed Potatoes Turnip 
Cabbage and Carrot Salad 
Peach Shortcake 
Coffee Tea 


Creamed Codfish 
| Raw-fried Potatoes 
| Trifle 
leftover shortcake ) 
Coffee Tea 


| 
| 
Pork Hocks 
Mashed Potatoes 
Sauerkraut 
Plum Rolypoly 
Coffee Tea 
| Stuffed Breast of Lamb 
Browned Potatoes 
| Green Peas 
| Coleslaw 
Meringue Tart 
| Coffee ‘ 


Tea 








Baked Sausages 
Mashed Potatoes } 
Green Beans 
Rhubarb Shortcake 
Coffee Tea 





Beef Stew and Vegetables 
Potatoes, Carrots, Onions) 
Lemon Snow 
Custard Sauce ~ j 
Coffee Tea | 


Liver Loaf 
Creamed Carrots 
| Baked Potatoes 
| Lattice Top Raisin Pie 
Coffee Tea 





Meat Patties 
Mustard Sauce 
Mashed Potatoes 
Harvard Beets 
| Apple Betty 
Coffee 
Clam Chowder 
| Stuffed Baked Potato 
Cubed Turnips 
Scalloped Tomatoes 
Baked Carame! Custard 
Coffee Tea 


Tea 
Peas 


Sausage Rolls 
Chili Sauce 
Mashed Potatoes 
Creamed Onions 
| Cherry Rings 
Coffee Tea 
Chicken Fricasee 
Fluffy Rice 
Green Beans 
Frosted Angel Cake 
Coffee Tea 


Baked Spareribs 
Scalloped Potatoes 
D Diced Beets 
Cherry Upside-down Cake 
Coffee Tea 





BREAKFAST 





TUE Apple Juice 


| Toasted Corn Muffins 
| Marmalade 
| Coffee Tea 


Cerc +! with Raisins 


| Creamy Eggs 

| Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 

| ‘ _ “ee 

| 


~ — willie 
THU | Chilled Grape Juice 


| Cereal 
Toasted Scones Honey 
| Coffee Tea 


FRI Stewed Black Figs 


+ Cereal 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 





SA I Apple Juice 
| Cereal 
| Bran Muffins Jelly 
| Coffee Cocoa 
SUN a 


Orange Sections 


Cereal 
Toast Jam 
e Coffee Tea 


| MON ' 


| Grapefruit Juice 


Cereal 
| Toast Conserve 
Coffee Tea | 








Stewed Prunes 


re Cereal 
Toast Marmalade 
| Coffee Tea 


v7 * — - — — 
W ED Vegetable Juices 


Pr Cereal 
Toast Conserve 
| Coffee Tea 


| “wen (a 
PHU Apple Juice 


Cereal 
| Toast Grape Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


FRI Grapefruit Juice 








LUNCHEON or SUPPER 


Chicken Noodle Soup 
Brown Bread Egg Sandwich 
Fruit Cup 
Date Jumbles 
Cocoa 


Tea 
Lima Bean Creole 
with Bacon Strips 

Brown Rolls 
Half Grapefruit 
Tea Cocoa 

f Salad Plate 


| (Deviled Egg, Potato Salad, | 
Tomato Jelly Mold, Cheese 


Wedges) 
_. Hot Gingerbread 
Tea Coreg 


Spaghetti with Tomato 
and Cheese Sauce 
Raw Relish Tray 

; _Fresh Coffee Cake 

Tea Cocoa 


Poached Eggs on Toast 
Chili Sauce 
Raw Carrot Sticks 
Fruit Cup 
Ginger Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 
Toasted Cheese Sandwich 
_ Relish Pickle 
Stewed Dried Fruit 
ea Cocoa 








Split Pea Soup 
3read Sticks 
. Turnip Fingers 
Strawberry Reames Custard 
Tea Cocoa 


Spanish Omelet 
Carrot Curls 
Fruit Jelly 
Tiny Tea Biscuits 
Tea Cocoa 


Stuffed Baked Potato 
Cheese Topping 
Harvard Beets 

Rice Custard Pudding 

Tea Cocoa 


Hard-cooked Eggs 


Carrot, Raisin and Onion Salad 


French Dressing 
Bananas and Cream 
Tea Cocoa 


Cream of Celery Soup 
Toasted Sandwiches 
Canned Berries 
Spice Cake 
(leftover) 


| Chocolate Bread Pudding 
| 


DINNER 


Rolled Stuffed Flank Steak 
Baked Potatoes 
Wax Beans 


Coffee Tea 


Lamb and Vegetable 
Stew with Biscuit 
Topping 
Coleslaw 
Deep Rhubarb Pie 
Coffee Tea 


Grilled Kidneys Bacon 


| Boiled Potatoes Turnip 
Peach Rolypoly 
Coffee Tea 


Oven-cooked Fillets of Cod 
Potato Soufflé 
Green Peas 
Broiled Grapefruit 
Coffee Tea 
| Quick Beef Stew 
(Minced Steak Vegetable Soup) 
| Potato Topping 
Coleslaw 
Chilled Lemon Pudding 


oie Coffee Tea 


Corned Beef 
Boiled Potatoes 
Cabbage 
Chocolate Ice Cream 
Vanilla Wafers 
Coffee Tea 
Cold Sliced Corned Beef 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Asparagus Cuttings 
Mustard Pickle 
Deep Apple Pie 
Coffee Tea 





Wiener and Vegetable Casserole | 


Mashed Potatoes 
Vanilla Blancmange 
Lemon Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Chili Con Carne 
Coleslaw 
Half Grapefruit 
Coffee Tea 


Baked Dressed Heart 
Riced Potatoes 
Peas and Carrots 
Apple Sauce 
Spice Cake 
Coffee Tea 


Breaded Fish Cakes 
Scalloped Tomatoes 
Savory Cabbage 
Rhubarb Tapioca 
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These 


No, it’s not a dream. 
heavenly flavours really do 


exist. Tempting golden, 
buttery butterscotch! Real 
*“chocolate-y’’ chocolate! 
Caramel — smooth and mel- 
low! Creamy vanilla! And all 
because the rich liquid good- 
ness of Shirriff’s flavours is 
sealed air-tight in the flavour 
“Bud”. A thrill to serve—a 
thrill to eat. Try Shirriff’s 
today! 





Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 





Soft-cooked Egg 
Toast Jam 
ie Coffee Tea 


Food Prices being what they arc, it’s more important 
than ever for the homemaker to buy wisely and cook carefully 
so she can protect her family’s health by serving well-balanced 
meals. The Institute, therefore, planned the April menus 
with more emphasis than usual on “‘nutritious-meals-at-low- 
cost.” 


fe°s True—the cheaper cuts of meat have everything 
the expensive ones have. You just need to use a little more 
finesse in preparing them. Cook at a lower temperature for 
a longer time and season judiciously. Watch the food ads 
for “specials.” Some merchants offer price reductions to 
encourage customers to shop early in the week. 


Foods to Feature in April are eggs and rhubarb. 


These are more plentiful and therefore better buys. End-of- 
the-season apples and canned foods, particularly fruits and 
vegetables, should be utilized to the full. Some canned goods 
may be bought by the case, ata considerable saving. Perhaps 
a neighbor would be glad to go in on the deal with you. 


Don’t throw out that crust! If you didn’t wrap your 
bread tightly enough, or keep it in the refrigerator and it did 
dry out, don’t toss it into the garbage pail. Remember, a 
meat loaf is more tender when made with bread crumbs and 
stuffings for fowl are built on a bread-crumb base. Dry 
bread can renew its youth as French toast with syrup or 
chocolate bread pudding, while heating it in the oven ina 
paper bag—which has been dipped in water then tied 
securely—gives it new tenderness. 





SHIRRIFF $ 2¢ssce7s 
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GARDENIN 
GUIDES 


from Chatelaine’s 
Bulletin Library 


Te 





BACKYARD INTO GARDEN 
No. 301—Price 15 cents. 
It's spring again, and now's the 
time to plan a face-lifting job on 
that tired plot of ground behind 
the house. Wide perennial beds, 
masses of bright-colored annuals 
and smooth green turf are every 
gardener's dream of the ideal 
“backyard garden.” This Chate- 
laine bulletin will help you achieve 

it. 


: Foundation F | 
Planting 







‘Chatelaine Service Balirtis Ye. 382 
Price $ sents 


FOUNDATION PLANTING 
No. 302 — Price 5 cents. 
Whether it's a modern bungalow, 
Cape Cod cottage or formal 
Georgian, you'll find there's a 
type of planting best suited to the 
architectural lines of your house. 
Chatelaine’s bulletin gives you 
helpful information on choice of 
suitable sturdy shrubs and accent 

plants. 


Order from CHATELAINE 
SERVICE BULLETINS 
481 University Avenue, 
Toronto 2, Ont, 


----------------- 


Please send me your Service Bulletins Nos. | 


| 

ee seeccescccrcecccccsecseesccceccosssbes | 
| 

for which I enclose $ ......ssceees | 
! 

Name and | 
Address sccscevecseccevesccsccseeceseceesss | 
| 

SOOO ESE EH TEETH HH RHEE HEHE eeetente I 
(PLBASE PRINT OR WRITE PLAINLY) | 

{ 





by Marie Holmes 
and Jane Menteith 


JUST AS sure as the spring sunshine 
sends its penetrating rays into the house 
there comes that urge to get the curtains 
into the washtub or off to the cleaners. 
Then the windows are next. That coat- 
ing of soot and dust collected through 
the winter must be removed. And every 
homemaker knows that fresh curtains 
hung on shining, clear windows give a 
spick and span look to the whole house. 

To help you with these two jobs, the 
Institute has been on the track of short- 
cuts and well-proven methods. You'll 
see we’ve covered most of the “sash” 
curtain fabrics in our laundering pointers. 
The ones you use will depend on the 
kinds of curtains you have or may buy. 

Notice, too, our list of methods for 
washing and polishing window panes. 
Any one of them is good and all help to 
save time and eliminate drudgery. You 
may want to try several before deciding 
on the best one for your particular work- 
ing technique or the one most suited to 
your own windows. 


Curtains 


To launder—First of all—read the 
label on your curtains when you buy 
them. Don’t attempt to launder those 
fabrics marked “dry clean only.” 

If the curtains are washable, give them 
a gentle shake before washing to remove 
light surface dust. Then soak them in 
warm water, or a lukewarm solution 
made with one of the new “‘soapless” 
detergents, for several hours or over- 
night. 

Make a fresh solution of mild soap- 
flakes and warm water and wash the 
curtains by squeezing them gently with 
your hands. Or, if the fabric is a strong 
one, the curtains could be agitated 
slightly with a rubber plunger. 

To remove all trace of soap, rinse 
thoroughly in two changes of fresh, 
lukewarm water. If they don’t require 
stiffening, squeeze out as much water as 
possible, then roll them in a towel. 

Cotton net curtains should be dried 
on a curtain frame. Short rayon net 
curtains may be hung from their own 
curtain rod with another rod thrust 
through the bottom hem to hold them 
taut. Press the hems when they’re dry. 

Curtains that normally hang between 
two rods (at doors, etc.) may be hung 
damp-dry with no further treatment. 


To iron—Press the selvedge-edge of 
straight curtains first, then the body 
of the curtain, taking special care to keep 
the hems straight and even. Starting 
from the top hem, iron the curtain down- 
ward stroking with the weave. Be care- 
ful not to stretch the threads. 

Iron ruffles of frilled curtains first: 
smooth the edge of the ruffle, then nose 
the point of the iron into the gathers 
working with a foot or so of the ruffle at a 
time. Then proceed as for straight 
curtains. 


To stiffen—Voile, organdie and 
marquisette curtains often require a 
little stiffening to restore the “filler.” 
There is one type of organdie on the 
market, however, which has its own 
permanent finish. This finish should last 
the life of the curtain without using 
starch or other stiffening. 







P 


























Fresh Curta 





You can buy water-repellent com- 
pounds which give “body” to glass 
curtains and also protect them from 
dark streaks if rain should blow in on 
them. These compounds will wash out 
and need to be used each time the 


curtains are laundered. Read the 
manufacturer’s directions carefully and 
proceed accordingly. 

Curtains may be stiffened with a light 
starch or a solution of gum arabic 
(1 teaspoonful of powdered gum arabic to 
1 quart of boiling water. Cool to luke- 
warm). Light starch consists of 4 
cupfuls of basic starch to 5 quarts of 
lukewarm water. 

For basic starch: mix 4% cupful of 
laundry starch and % cupful of cold 
water to a smooth paste. Add 2% quarts 
of boiling water gradually, stirring con- 
stantly. Cool over low heat until clear. 
Strain through a very fine strainer or 
cheesecloth. 

Bottle liquid starch is now available if 
you don’t wish to make your own solu- 
tion. When using, follow manufacturer’s 
directions carefully. 

After starching, hang curtains to dry 
doubled across a clean clothesline—don’t 
use pins if you can avoid it. Dampen 
before ironing. 


Windows 


The best method for cleaning depends 
a great deal on where you live. City 
windows often suffer from a deposit of 
greasy soot from many smoking chim- 
neys; windows in cleaner areas may only 
have sandy soil or rain marks on them. 


Cake polishes and powders do an 
excellent job of window cleaning. If 
there’s a heavy greasy deposit on the 
windows, wash it off with a coal oil and 
water solution. Then apply a thin coat 
of the polish (using a damp, lintless 
cloth), leave long enough to dry 
thoroughly, then rub briskly with a dry 


lintless cloth. Follow with a final polish 
with soft paper towels if you wish. 


A ‘‘soapless’’ detergent in warm 
water is a good grease remover and 
cleans without leaving streaks. Apply 
with a sponge or damp cloth, then wip 
off immediately with a “squeegee” or a 
damp chamois that has been wrung 
Avoid using too much 
too little’s better 


almost dry. 
detergent in the water 
than too much. 

Coal oil in water is also good for 
Apply a 
solution of 2 tablespoonfuls of coal oil to 
a cupful of water with a lintless cloth, 
dry with a fresh cloth 


removing a greasy deposit. 


also lintless. 

Liquid cleansers may be sprayed on 
windows, then dried quickly with a soft 
lintless cloth, finally polished with a 
second dry cloth. Remember—the 
liquid should not dry on the window 
itself, but should be rubbed off. To 
prevent too-rapid drying, it’s better to 
use it when the sun’s not shining directly 
on the windows, # 


Moke money — lots of it—in your 
spare time. Eorn up to 46%, cleas 
prom. Regal’s new 1948 assert- 
ments ere now ready — Canada's best 
volves in exquisite designs. Sell 
Regel's most populer 15 card box 
$1.00; 20 dainty Handi-Notes $1.00; 
12 Petite Git cards 60c ond 12 
Humorous Everyday and Birthday 
assortment 60c. Regel offers two 
outstanding new lines in 1948: 
beavtiful floral stetionery box, 36 
sheets ond envelopes, $1.00 and 
Everydey Gift Wrapping ossortment 
$1.00. Write now for details on how 
te become @ Regel Agent. REGAL 
STATIONERY CO LTD., Dept A2, 
103 Simcoe Street, Torénte, Ontore, 

or Dept. A2, 
163 W. Hastings &., Vencouver, B.C, 


re Spare-time Profits! 
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CAPO GIVES THE 


NEW LOOK 


A Week’s Desserts 


Continued from page 93 




























constantly—about 10 minutes. Beat 
egg yolks slightly. Add some of the hot 
mixture, then return to double boiler. 
Cook, stirring constantly, for 3 minutes. 
Cut cake in narrow oblong pieces. 
Spread with jam or jelly. Arrange in 
sherbet glasses. Pour in cooled custard. 
Serve with a garnish of whipped cream 
or with pouring cream. Yield: Four 
servings. 





TO OLD SHOES 
i 


Tuesday 


Yes, it’s an old-fashioned steamed 
pudding, but here it’s modernized by a 
new method of cooking. Fruit (sweet- 
ened fresh or preserves) is put into the 
greased, top part of the double boiler. 
One-egg cake batter is poured in, then 
the pudding is put on to cook over 
boiling water. Have more boiling water 
ready in the tea kettle for replenishing. 
Be sure, too, to keep the pudding tightly 
covered for the full cooking period. It’s 
delicious made with finely sliced apples, 
mixed with sugar and cinnamon. In 
fact you'll find it an all-year-round 
standby. 





THAT SWANKY twinkle is 
soon restored to dull shoes — 
with Capo BRITISH MILI- 
TARY SHOE POLISH. A daily 
once-over with this famous 


Double Boiler Cottage Pudding 
dressing means extra mileage 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


and extra good looks for all your 14 Cupful of jam or sweetened 
family’s footwear. fresh or canned fruit 
Preserves the Leather 1 Cupful of sifted pastry flour 
CAPO BRITISH MILITARY 114 Teaspoonfuls of baking 
SHOE POLISH powder 


lg Teaspoonful of salt 
3 Tablespoonfuls of soft 
shortening 

V4 Teaspoonful of vanilla 

1¢ Cupful of sugar 

1 Egg, well-beaten 

4 Cupful of milk 

Grease thoroughly the top part of 

double boiler (14% quart capacity). Put 
jam or fruit in bottom. Mix and sift 
flour, baking powder and salt. Cream 
shortening, add vanilla, then add sugar 
gradually, Add beaten egg and beat 
until mixture is light and fluffy. Add 
dry ingredients alternately with milk. 
Pour batter over jam or fruit in double 
boiler. Cover tightly and cook over 
boiling water for 1% hours or until 
pudding is firm on top. Keep water 
boiling steadily. Turn out and serve 
with pudding sauce or cream. Yield: 
Four to six servings. 


Black, Brown, Tan, Ox Blood 


gE! 2 Ue eas 





Wednesday 


Nothing out-of-the-ordinary about 
rice pudding, you may say. But have 
you made it with evaporated milk for 
extra smoothness and richness? To 
enhance it still further, top each serving 
with a spoonful of colorful preserves. We 
used plum and peach marmalade but 
strawberry jam is good too. So is cherry 
jam. These extras add fresh interest 
to this well-established favorite family 
dessert. 


4 jeisha BONE CHINA 


Equally correct in 18th 
century or modern settings, 


Baked Rice Custard With Preserves 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
gracious Spode Dinnerware 


14 Cupful of rice 
brings a subtle richness 


14 Teaspoonful of salt 
4 Cupful of white or brown 
sugar 
2 Egg yolks 
3 Cupfuls of milk 
2 Tablespoonfuls of butter 
1 Teaspoonful of vanilla or 
grated lemon rind 
2 Egg whites, stiffly beaten 


into everyday living... 
Ask your Spode dealer for 
the booklet: “How to Take 
Care of Spode.” 


Wholesale Distributors 


Copeland @Duncan,Ltd. 
222 Bay Street, Toronto 





# Continued on next page 
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COLUMN 





A PRIZE FOR EVERYONE 


HELLO NEIGHBOURS: ‘Tis April— month of enchantment ! 


when the Spring rains and soft sunshine usher in the shy little 
violets. Time to spruce up and hang the wee houses in the trees for 
the annual apartment seekers. Time, too, to get into action if those 
much-admired exotic blooms in the brightly coloured catalogues are 
going to bloom on my side of the garden wall. Oh! there’s no time 
like Spring time—-and it comes every year, come what may. 


And there’s more than Spring in the air here at Canada Packers’ 
test kitchens! It’s the wonderful, unbeatable aroma of sizzling 
sausage and bacon—as we test all the splendid recipes sent in by 
you—and you—and you. So once again, | have the happy task of 
announcing the $100.00 Prize Winner. 


HEARTY CONGRATULATIONS TO: 


Miss Rachel Lachance 
St. Thuribe, Portneuf, Quebec 


winner of the January contest featuring Maple Leaf Sausage— 
Maple Leaf Bacon. Her recipe is a mighty good one which we suggest 
everyone clip for the recipe book. Here it is: 


Barbecued Maple Leaf Sausage 


1 tablespoon vinegar 

1 tablespoon brown sugar 
1 tablespoon dry mustard 
14 teaspoon salt 

14 teaspoon pepper 


1 Ib. Maple Leaf Pure Pork Sausage 

1 medium onion, chopped 

16 cup celery, chopped (optional) 

34 cup catsup 

le cup water 

1 tablespoon Worcestershire sauce 
Place sausage in lightly greased cold skillet. Cook slowly over low heat. 
Brown evenly on all sides. (Do not add water—do not prick). Remove and set 
in warm place. Brown chopped onion and celery in the dripping. Add 
remaining ingredients which have been well combined. Bring to boil, simmer 
gently for 5 minutes. Add the browned sausage, heat thoroughly. Serve 
piping hot with boiled rice or mashed potatoes and a green vegetable. 


THIS MONTH, WE OFFER $100.00: FIRST PRIZE for the 
best recipe using 


KLIK or KAM 


I have a pet name for these two canned meats—it’s “The Twins”— 
KLIK (in the oblong can) and KAM (in the round can) are both 
sure pork products—savoury, delightfully seasoned—gooc either 
- or cold. So, get busy, everybody—see what original ways of 
serving either of these fine meats you can create . . . then tell me 
about it in a letter. 


CONSOLATION PRIZES. Everyone who writes will receive 


from Canada Packers a voucher which may be exchanged FREE 
at your grocer’s for a 12-ounce tin of either KLIK or KAM. 


WE STIPULATE that all letters become our property and cannot 
be returned. Send as many entries as you wish to compete for the 
First Prize—NO LABELS WANTED —but we promise only ONE 
VOUCHER PER PERSON. 


CLOSING DATE: To qualify for the $100.00 First Prize—as well 
as the Free Voucher—your letter must be postmarked on or before 
midnight, April 30th, 1948. Winner of the First Prize will be 
announced in my JULY magazine column. Be sure to watch for 
it—you might be the one! 


ADDRESS YOUR LETTER TO: BRENDA YORK, 


“Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter, c/o Canada Packers Limited, 
2204 St. Clair Avenue West, Toronto, Canada. 


Have you tried this: 


SWEET-N-SOUR: Thin lemon slices (or in the cold pan. Cook very slowly over low 


Your Recipe May Win $f 00 


juice) AND brown sugar are “naturals” to heat—-do not add water—do not prick. 


add when the prunes are a-cookin’. 
SUPER-DUPER: Condensed mushroom soup 
added to dumpling batter is fine for the 
famished—and the finicky, too! 

BRIDE-Y STUFF: At a recent trousseau 
tea, | was fascinated by sugar-cubes decor- 
ated in one corner with a tiny pink flower 
and a green leaf. (Done with coloured icing, 
a pastry tube—and more than a spot of 
patience, I suspect!) 

ANSWER TO # DEPT.: The correct way to 
cook Maple Leaf Pure Pork Sausage 
grease skillet very lightly and start sausage 


HURRIED? WORRIED? It’s nice to be 
able to report that a favourite hurry-up 
luncheon dish of mine now comes in a can 

all ready to heat and eat. This hearty, 
homey dish is York Wieners in Beans and 
Tomato Sauce—and it’s mighty delicious— 
need I say more? 


LATE COMER: Column space has not 
permitted me to thank all of you who sent 
Christmas greetings but I do want you to 
know how much they are appreciated. The 
friendly notes in with your letters make my 
job a real pleasure. Thank you again. 


And now, before I go, let me remind you that April contest entries 
must be postmarked on or before midnight, April 30th, 1948. 
Meanwhile, let the duster, the mop and the broom look after 
themselves! You can look for me in the woods where I'll be looking 
(hopefully) for the first little violet, spring beauty and cowslip, 


Cheerio for now, 


Your “Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter, 


fou 9 


| Wash the rice thoroughly, cook with 
|salt in boiling water for 5 minutes. 


’ Drain through sieve and pour hot water 
over rice to separate kernels. Combine 


sugar, egg yolks, milk, butter and 
flavoring with rice. Fold in stiffly 
beaten egg whites. Place in buttered 
baking dish and bake in a pan of hot 
water in moderate oven (325 to 350 
deg. F.) until firm, about 30 minutes. 
Serve warm or cold, garnished with 
preserves or sweetened fresh fruit. 
Yield: Six servings. 

NOTE: For an extra rich and smooth 
custard use one large can evaporated 
milk diluted with enough fresh milk to 
make up the three cupfuls of milk 
required. 


Thursday 


Once upon a time rolypoly was always 
cooked in a big steamer on top of the 
stove. But the oven does an equally 
good job. Baked rolypoly is a fine 
choice as dessert for an oven meal. It’s 
a quickie, too, if you use a prepared 
biscuit mix—either your own or one of 
the excellent packaged ones your grocer 
sells. 

Fruit Rolypoly 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


1 Cupful of chopped sweetened 
fruit 
2 Cupfuls of prepared biscuit 
mixture 
2 Tablespoonfuls of sugar 
Liquid as directed on package 
34 Cupful of fruit syrup 


Prepare fruit, draining well, and 
reserve all the syrup. Combine the 
biscuit mixture with the sugar, add 
liquid and combine as directed on 
package. Turn out on lightly floured 
board and pat or roll out gently to form 
rectangle 44-inch thick. Spread fruit 
over dough. Sprinkle lightly with sugar 
if fruit is tart. Roll up dough like jelly 
roll. Place in greased loaf pan, then 
pour over the 34 cupful of fruit syrup. 
Bake in hot oven (425 deg. F.) for 25 to 
30 minutes. Turn out on platter and 
slice to serve. Serve hot with fruit 
syrup sauce. Yield: Six servings. 


Friday 


You'll win many a compliment for this 
dessert because the foundation is a 
fluffy tender sponge cake that melts in 
your mouth. Add fruit and a garnish of 
whipped cream, and you have a treat 
fit to climax even a party meal. If your 
family’s small, you might use half the 
cake, iced, for one meal and the other 
half next day as dessert with the fruit 
and whipped cream topping. 


Sponge Shortcake 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


Cake: 


1 Cupful of sifted cake flour 
1144 Teaspoonfuls of baking powder 
\% Teaspoonful of salt 
1g Cupful of milk 
2 Eggs 
34 Cupful of granulated sugar 
1 Teaspoonful of vanilla 
1 Tablespoonful of butter 


Drained canned or sweetened 
fresh fruit 
Sweetened whipped cream 


# Continued on next page 






aes 5 minute Masterpiece 
Quit Add Water and Bake 


EYES TIRED? 


Two Drops 
Quick Relief 


MAKE THIS SIMPLE TEST TODAY 








EVES TIRED? Soothe and refresh them in 
seconds with two drops of safe, gentle 
Murine in each eye. You get— 


QUICK RELIEF. Instantly your eyes feel re- 
freshed. Murine’s skilful blend of 7 in- 
gredients cleanses and soothes eyes that 
are tired from overwork or exposure to 
sun, wind and dust. 


MURINE 


FOR YOUR EYES 
FIRST aid for 
cuTS and 
BRUISES 


‘Vaseline’ Petroleum 

Jelly soothes the soreness, guards 

against infection, promotes heal- 
ing. Always have it handy. 

FIRST Aid for burns, 

scalds, cuts, scratches 

ynsist and 101 other home 

. uses. Jars 15¢, 20¢, 

Aw and 30¢. Tubes 20¢, 

gen 25¢ and 30¢. 


Vaseline 








PETROLEUM JELLY 
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Sift the flour, measure and resift with 
baking powder and salt. Heat milk in 
double boiler, Beat eggs with rotary 
beater in deep bowl until fluffy and 
lemon-colored (requires three to four 
minutes). Gradually add sugar, a little 
at a time, continuing to beat until light. 
Add vanilla. If bowl is not sufficiently 
large for the remainder of the mixing, 
pour egg and sugar mixture into larger 
bowl, Sift dry ingredients into egg and 
sugar mixture. Fold in lightly. To hot 
milk add butter, and mix until butter is 
melted. Pour into first mixture and fold 
in quickly just until liquid is blended. 
Turn into a greased and lightly floured 
8 x 8 x 2 inch cake pan. Bake in a 
moderate oven (325 deg. F.) for 30 to 35 
minutes. Cake should be light golden 
brown and slightly shrunken from sides 
of pan. Remove from oven, loosen edges 
with spatula or broad knife, turn upside 
down on cake rack. Allow to stand for 
5 minutes, then gently loosen from pan. 

For shortcake: Cut cake in squares for 
individual servings, Then split and put 
a little fruit between layers. Top with 
whipped cream and garnish with fruit. 
Yield: About nine servings. 


Saturday 


Yeast buns, light and oh! so good to 
eat, filled with cherry jam (or it might 
be apricot, strawberry or raspberry). 
The recipe makes enough for Saturday 


“Nice Normal Couple” 


Continued from page 36 


“Street Car,” as it’s familiarly referred 
to (especially by the ones who got in 
early and won’t have to wait three 
months for tickets) is not light enter- 
tainment. Neither has it any particular 
timeliness or political significance. And 
although its setting is New Orleans, and 
Blanche and her younger sister Stella are 
the last of an old southern family with a 
history and a mansion up-country, you 
couldn’t properly earmark it a regional 
study. This is merely the venue in which 
Playwright Williams feels most com- 
fortable. With the stage all set (and so 
utterly in tenement-house vernacular 
that the audience can almost smell the 
hot, musty damp of the two adjoining 
rooms and the dismal bathroom opening 
off), the author proceeds swiftly to his 
objective of exposing, in all its pro- 
gressive horror, the disintegration of a 
woman of breeding and intellect. It 
could happen anywhere in any country, 
but it could only happen, one feels, to 
this particular individual, this school- 
teacher of fading prettiness, with her 
delusions of grandeur and the rest of the 
paranoiac paraphernalia, her sex obses- 
sion, her constant interfering chatter 
which bewilders Stella, her hostess, and 
drives Stella’s husband to acts of 
violence and, finally, a criminal attack. 

There is no happy ending. When the 
last curtain falls on the exit of Blanche, 
vacant in mind but still putting on her 
act of ladylike graciousness to the ac- 
companying doctor and nurse, the 
audience heaves a sigh that indicates 
deep disturbance, rather than relief. 


HUME CRONYN, a keen student of 
contemporary writing and capable of 
turning out very good prose himself, 
believes that Tennessee Williams is the 


dessert and Sunday supper. Just the 
thing for a buffet party, too. 


Cherry Rings (Yeast Buns) 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


1 Cupful of milk, scalded 
1g Cupful of shortening 
44 Cupful of sugar 
1 Teaspoonful of salt 
14 Teaspoonful of grated lemon 
peel 
14 Teaspoonful of mace 
1 Fresh compressed yeast cake 
2 Beaten eggs 
3 Cupfuls of sifted bread flour 


Combine the milk, shortening, sugar, 
salt, lemon peel and mace. Cool to luke- 
warm. Soften yeast in this mixture. 
Add eggs and flour, beat well. Cover 
with damp cloth. Let rise until double 
in bulk, about two hours. Beat, let rise 
again until almost double, about 45 
minutes, Turn out on lightly floured 
board. Knead slightly, let rest 10 
minutes (covered). Roll to %-inch 
thickness, cut in 3-inch rounds. Place on 
greased cookie sheet, brush with melted 
shortening or butter. Cover. Let rise 
until almost double. Make deep impres- 
sion in centre. Fill each with 1 to 1% 
teaspoonfuls of cherry or apricot pre- 
serves. Let rise again until double. Bake 
in hot oven (400 to 425 deg. F.) about 
15 minutes. Yield: 18 to 20 buns. # 


clear clarion voice for this particular 
period of personal confusion. His first 
important play, “The Glass Menagerie,” 
explored some of the same forces and 
situations confronting a troubled human 
being who could not fit into her en- 
vironment or times and sought her own 
way of escape. Another few years, Hume 
feels, may see a sharp swing of the 
pendulum back to simple presentations 
of the rugged human virtues, pointing to 
the need of an individual’s faith in 
himself. For the meantime, however, 
Tennessee Williams is the talk of the 
American intelligentsia, and Jessica 
Tandy’s interpretation of his leading 
character the indispensable medium for 
his theme. 

The role is one of the most demanding 
in modern plays; Jessica is on stage 
virtually the whole time, the centre of all 
the action and the speaker of a tome of 
lines. When you see her away from work, 
you wonder how such a frail, pale, 
slender person could keep up the pace of 
eight performances a week. But she 
confesses she’s healthy and strong, and 
even has to watch her diet, or else! For 
most of this past winter Hume has been 
with her in New York, looking after her. 
He was there on Broadway business too 
~—a lead part in the Civil War play, 
“The Survivors,” which, alas, folded 
after seven nights. After the first shock 
of disappointment, he bore up cheerfully 
and only his wife would bother mention- 
ing the fact that he had turned down a 
couple of attractive movie contracts in 
order to come east and rehearse the part. 
From now on—certainly for as long as 
“Streetcar” plays to standing-room-only 

he’ll probably be a regular commuter 
between movie sets in Hollywood and 
his wife’s headquarters in New York. 
Both of them look forward to a long- 
discussed holiday in Canada (they own 


# Continued on page 101 
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Royal eal 


Woollen & Worsted Fabrics 
stand for the finest 
British Cloths woven in Virgin Wool 


The “Royal Seal” name in your 
coat, suit or dress is an assurance 
that the finest materials have 
been fashioned by master crafts- 
men ... a worthy combination 
which inspires clothes-confidence. 


Sole Agents for Canada : 

The A. Shevell Company (Mr. Allan April) 

454, Lagauchetiere Street West, 
Montreal 

Telephone: Plateau 9886* 


HOLLAND & LEWIS (Ladies’ Fabrics) Ltd. 
MAYFAIR, LONDON, W.1 


ome ue f 


Sure it’s delicious; when you 

make it with Canada Corn Starch 
and it will be a favourite with the whole 
family. 


The quality of Canada Corn Starch is the 
reason for its popularity with housewives 
from Coast to Coast. When your recipe 
calls for Corn Starch be sure to use Canada 
Corn Starch, its dependable quality ensures 
excellent results. 


Also Manufacturers of Crown Brand Corn Syrup. 


The CANADA STARCH COMPANY Limited 


Lal tah ian 


Toronto 
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to swallow and digest. 


and firm. 


e’s ready for Heinz Baby 
Foods —so wholesome and nourishing, 80 easy 
Always offer a new variety 
at the beginning of the meal when baby’s 
Offer only a small amount, and gradually increase 
it at each feeding, until he’s taking 
all he should. Place the food so 
far back on his tongue he can’t 
spit it out. To grow healthy and 


strong, he must learn to “QS 


new foods, so be patient 





23 HEINZ BABY FOODS 


Beef and Liver Soup; Tomato Soup; Vege- 
table Soup; Chicken, Vegetables and Farina; 
Vegetables with Bacon; Vegetables with 
Lamb; Asparagus; Carrots; Green Beans; 


at todo when 


Babys Monn 


Your baby’s food needs may be different from most. Always trust 
your doctor to know best what they should be. Usually, however, there 
are two big changes in a baby’s menu — the first at four months, the 
second at twelve months. And baby is apt to resent them both. These 
suggestions from the Heinz baby specialists are designed to help him en- 
joy his strange new meals, and incidentally, make things easier for you. 


Solid palin 


If he’s ready for solids, h 





¢ 


hungry. 


If 


AE 


He’s ready to learn to chew now, and 
Heinz Junior Foods will encourage him. 
Try mixing a small amount of a Junior 
Food with a similar flavored Baby Food 
until he becomes accustomed to the 
coarser feel. Then gradually increase 
the proportion until baby is taking 
only Junior Foods. If he balks at 
chewing thoroughly, the texture of 
Heinz Junior Foods is still fine enough 
to make them easily digestible. Heinz 
Junior Foods contain no spices and in meat 
products and vegetables only a modeiate 
amount of salt. 


Peas; Beets; Spinach; Peas and Carrots; 
Squash; Squash and Carrots; Applesauce; 
Peaches; Prunes; Pears with Farina; Plums 
with Farina; Apricots with Oatmeal; Custard 
Pudding; Orange Custard Dessert; Peach 
Custard Dessert; Prune Custard Dessert. 


| al y vw 
15 HEINZ JUNIOR FOODS 
Chicken Soup; Lamb and Liver; Vegetable 
Beef Dinner; Vegetables with Fish; Macaroni 
with Tomato and Beef; Tomato and Rice: 
Creamed Diced Vegetables; Mixed Vege- 
tables; Carrots; Spinach; Green Beans; Apple 
Sauce; Prune Pudding; Pineapple Rice 
Pudding; Apple, Fig and Date Dessert. 


Look for the 
complete line 
of 22 Strained 
and Junior 
Food Varieties 
at the sign of 
the Heinz Baby 
when you are 
shopping. 


(. # ; 
att) aed’ h) 
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hild 
Health 
Clinic 
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Have you any information about a 
baby ailment called White Mouth? 

Thrush, or White Mouth, occurs in 
babies, especially young ones who are 
not in very good condition. In this 
disease, small white patches, varying 
from the head of a pin to a fingernail 
in size are seen on the inside of the 
cheeks and lips and on the tongue and 
gums. The patches slowly grow in size. 
They look much like little curds of milk 
but they are firmly attached to the 
mouth lining and if they are rubbed off, 
bleeding usually occurs. The cause of 
this disease is a mold or fungus. It is 
rare in breast-fed babies. 

Prevention—This same fungus is found 
quite often in the mouths of healthy 
adults where it causes no trouble. It 
produces tiny oval spores which may 
be present in the air, on the floor and 
elsewhere. In order to save your baby 
this disease you should boil all his 
nipples, feeding bottles and anything 
else that goes into his mouth. In addi- 
tion you should not try to wash or swab 
out his mouth as the layer lining is so 
delicate that you will be almost sure 
to injure it. When it is injured it is more 
likely to develop thrush. The best way 
to clean your baby’s mouth is to give 
him a drink of boiled water, cooled. 

Treatment. If you notice these little 
white patches on the inside of your 
baby’s mouth, tell your doctor about 
it, so that he can give you an effective 
solution for treating it. Usually with 
such treatment it clears up in a week 
or two. Thrush should not be neglected 
as it upsets a baby and makes him 
irritable. Very rarely is it a really scrious 
disease. The old-fashioned treatment 
which consisted of the use of borax and 
honey or borax and glycerine is abso- 
lutely useless. In fact it is worse than 
that, as these mixtures actually help the 
thrush fungus to grow. 


What is the approved modern 
method of dealing with the nail- 
biting habit? 

This is probably the commonest un- 
desirable habit that we see in children. 
It appears most frequently at about four 
years of age, but it may begin either 
earlier or later than this. Often several 
members of a family are nail-biters and 
there is no doubt but that imitation 
plays a part in its cause. Many nail- 


Our Readers 
Problems 





’ 


by Elizabeth Chant 
Robertson, M.D. 


biters are tense and excitable. Situations 
in which they feel ill at ease or in which 
they must repress their excitement are 
apt to set them biting at their nails. If 
they have been scolded for this habit 
they are likely to practice it in secret 
which makes it doubly undesirable. 

It is generally agreed by psychologists 
that punishing or scolding the child or 
trying by mechanical means to prevent 
him from biting his nails does not cure 
the trouble. In fact it may make | 
It is generally accepted that such 
habits occur more frequently in children 
whose psychological needs are not being 
fully met in the home. For example, 
if the child is overtired, as the result 
of insufficient sleep and rest he will be 
more likely to bite his nails. Sometimes 
quite unintentionally one child is con- 
stantly compared unfavorably to an- 
other, who happens to fit into the family 
pattern more easily. This results in 
vaguely felt but nevertheless real un- 
happiness on the part of the less favored 
child and nail-biting may be one way 
of expressing this. Parents who demand 
too advanced behavior and who nag and 
scold their children frequently are look- 
ing for such troubles. Children who 
are bored because they lack suitable play 


worse, 


material or playmates are also apt to 
develop such habits. Finally youngsters 
who do not receive enough attention 
may express their lack of happiness in 
this way. If one of your youngsters 
starts to bite his or her nails, review your 
family setup to see where you are not 
Make your changes 
gradually and try to keep both your 
sense of perspective and your sense of 
humor. 

Various simple devices may help your 
child to stop nail-biting. Tell him to 
leave one nail alone and bite the others 


doing so well. 


if necessary. When he has achieved one 
long nail he may be inspired to follow 
through and grow them all in again. 
Be generous with your praise and 
encouragement as nails take weeks to 
grow and the youngsters tend to become 
impatient. Wearing long cotton gloves 
at night may save the nails from being 
bitten when he is half asleep. If he 
wants a little reminder in the daytime 
he can put a little bitter stuff, or adhe- 
sive tape, on his nails. He should 
understand, though, that this is a 
reminder and not a restraint. 

Older children, especially girls, often 
can be stimulated to stop by developing 
pride in their nails. Buying them a 
manicure set and teaching them how 
to trim and file their nails helps toward 
this end. As with practically all other 
undesirable habits your chances of suc- 
cessfully handling the situation will be 
better if you undertake it calmly and 
intelligently. 
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Penny 
hates school! 


“AR little girl, 
0 6 years old, 
started school last 
Fall and is just 
miserable there. 
She makes a scene 
every morning and 
often she cries so 
hard I have to keep 
her home. The 





JANET POWER 


Practical psychologist and ‘ . 
mother of three of thekind of Other children in 


children you'd like toknow the neighbourhood 


like school and the teacher—so we can't 
imagine what is causing the trouble. What 
can we do with Penny?” 

It is always a oe to know why one 
child likes school and does well, while 
another child hates the classroom and shows 
her dislike in tantrums and poor work. 

If Penny could have gone to kindergarten 
that might have helped her get accustomed 
to GROUP ACTIVITIES and the bit of DIsci- 
PLINE almost all youngsters need. But many 
communities still don’t have pre-school 
classes. And it seems that Penny doesn’t 
like being away from the freedom of home! 

When your little girl makes a scene about 
going to school, DON’T argue with her— 
ow calmly undress Penny and put her to 

ed in her own room. Explain to her 

uietly that sick little girls and boys are 
the only ones who stay home from school. 
Be firm, Mother—see that she stays in bed 
for the day . . . no gay playing with her 
favourite toys! She MUST understand that 
staying away from school is NOT more fun 
than going to school. Penny may not /ike 
her day of enforced quiet bee it will do 
her absolutely no harm. It should take 
only a few of these ‘‘sick” days to con- 
vince Penny that she wants to go to school. 

Be INTERESTED in Penny's activities at 
school, ENCOURAGE her to talk about what 
goes on there! Always speak of school as a 
PLEASANT, HAPPY place. 

I'm sure that Penny will get over her 
dislike of school very soon. A great deal 
will depend on you, Mother. Be cheerful 
with her... but very firm about her scenes! 


Breakfast Blues 


If your children don’t enjoy their break- 
fast, it’s probably because the family cereal 
is uninteresting. Try Kellogg's Rice 
Krispies. Kiddies love the merry snap- 
crackle-pop when you pour on milk or 
cream! And Rice Krispies are so crisp, so 
tasty, the youngsters will be back for more! 
Rice Krispies is a registered trade mark of 
the Kellogg Company of Canada Lrd., for 
its delicious brand of oven-popped rice. 


Vy 
OW. 


THE MOTHERS’ FORUM 


Kellogg's want to share with others the solu- 
tions you mothers have found for your own 
children's problems. Have you an interesting 
story? If so—write to Mothers’ Forum, Box 
CH-33, London, Ontario. Kellogg's will pay 
$5.00 for each letter used in this column. 


No more picking at meals 
writes Mrs. Beneteau 


Since I gave my children a weekly food- 
allowance and a chart showing the price 
of our food, they clean off their plates 
at every meal! If they leave food on their 
plates, they must refund the charted 
amount for that wasted food. And I have 
taught them how important it is to avoid 
waste, with so many anes childrén in 
the world. Now, eating between meals 
has almost entirely disappeared and they 
eat properly at their regular meals. 


“Nice Normal Couple” 


Continued from page 99 


some very fancy fishing gear and use it, 
too, whenever the opportunity offers), 
and they’d like to drop in and sce 
Hume’s relatives in London, Ont., and 
Toronto, and spend a few days in 
Montreal where Hume studied law at 
McGill before the stage virus really 
pounced, 

Canada figures importantly in one of 
their big dreams from the professional 
angle. Toronto’s Brian Doherty’s plans 
for a Canadian Repertory Theatre 
which would tour the Dominion with 
well-selected plays and competent casts 
meets with an enthusiastic response from 
the Cronyns. They’d love to participate 
in such a project—and, even when 
someone pessimistically describes the 
lack of suitable theatres and the 
alternative of school auditoriums, they 
don’t flinch. It’s only a matter, Hume 
maintains, of choosing the right play 
with a simple set and easily portable 
properties. “I’d get more kick out of 
bringing something worth while to the 
people in North Bay or Saskatoon than 
in studying another part for a Broadway 
flop,” he asserts. ‘“‘There’s only one 
place I’d be scared of—London, London, 
Ont. I’d have to be very, very good 
when I faced the folks in the home town. 
If Jessica were with me, though, she’d 
give me courage.” 

The Cronyns are, indeed, a team, 
practical, energetic, venturesome, and 
they may yet realize their hopes of 
playing opposite in an important stage 
production. Domestically, they’re an 
extremely happy pair. Jessica has only 
one complaint, and somehow it sounds 
familiar. “‘My husband never takes me 
dancing,” she says. “He calls for me at 
the theatre every night and we go some- 
where for supper. But he always picks 
a place where it’s quiet, or if there’s a 
band, he says ‘the floor’s too crowded.’ 
I tell him it’s either old age creeping on, 
or just sheer laziness.” 

Nice normal couple. # 


Canada Exports Fashion 


Continued from page 64 


sportswear ideas are as popular in the 
United States as they are in his own 
country. Kennedy designs are noted 
for their slick streamlined effects, re- 
nowned for their good value at popular 
prices. 

The suit shown on page 64 will sell in 
wide color ranges in Canada and in the 
States. Heavy, sturdy sharkskin is used 
in the slacks (and in matching shorts, 
not shown here). The blouse is in the 
same color, but in a much lighter-weight 
sharkskin. Seams are firm, generously 
wide and Kennedy goes in for thoughtful 
little tricks that make for good, easy 
fit. His blouses are shaped in well at 
waist and hipline . . . no under-slack 
bulk there. And they’re long-tailed to 
eliminate that familiar feminine gesture 
of checking to see that no back areas are 
out to the weather. 

These are only three among hundreds 
of garments that will be exported in the 
next few months. They are typical of 
the fine craftsmanship, excellent fabrics 
and good value which are establishing 
Canada as an important centre in world 
fashion trade. @ 
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BABY: This may not be 
any joy ride for you, 
Mom — now that you’re 


SF being me for a day! 


MOM: Joy ride! I should say it isn’t! 
Wriggling around in these straps 
makes my skin so uncomfortable I 
could how!! 


BABY: I hoped you'd get to see it my way, 
Mom! Now maybe you see why you 
ought to keep my skin protected with 
Johnson's Baby Oil and Johnson’s 
Baby Powder! 


MOM: Write your own ticket, lamb! But 
tell me now, why do you need 
both? 





_ BABY 
| POWDER 


\ teen Gohwrs 








BABY: That’s a cinch, Mommie. Pure, 
gentle Johnson’s Baby Oil to smooth 
me over after my bath. And more of 
the same at diaper changes, to help 
prevent what my doctor calls “urine 
irritation.” 


Other times, Mom, lots of soft, soothing 
sprinkles of Johnson’s Baby Powder, 
to chase chafes and prickles and 
keep me purring! 


MOM: Angel, I’ve been 
an awful flat tire about 
this! Just step on the gas 
and let's be on our way 
to the nearest head- 
quarters for Johnson's! 





Johnson's Baby Oil 
Johnson's Baby Powder 


Chatelaine Bulletins on Beauty Culture 
Concise — Authentic — Essentially Helpful 


HOW TO BE FRESH AS A FLOWER 
Bulletin No. 19 — 5 cents 


A LOVELY SEIN 
Bulletin No. 18 — 10 cents 


HOW TO CARE FOR YOUR HAIR 
Bulletin No. 16 — 10 cents 


EEAUTIFUL HANDS 
Bulletin No. 15 — 5 cents 


KEEPING IN SHAPE 
Bulletin No. 22—10 cents 


Order from CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS, 481 University Avenue, Toronto. 





P intact 


What You Should Know 
about Child Adoption 


Continued from page 26 
maternity home, fully licensed, gives 
professional services on a two-way basis. 
He acts as gynaecologist to a patient 
desperately anxious to have a child, and 
as obstetrician to an unmarried mother, 
obliging both women in the infant trans- 
fer effected, with quite legitimate 
charges to each. 


AS POINTED out above, babies avail- 
able for adoption are scarce. Effective 
social work has reduced the number. 
Years ago children born in legal wedlock 
were frequently given up because of 
death, dependency, incompetence or 
culpability of their parents. Now more 
constructive provisions keep the home 
through social aid, mothers’ 
allowances, etc. Last year in Ontario, 
where there was a total of 1,800 adop- 
tions, only one child out of six had 
been born in legal wedlock, as against a 
general rate of one out of three some 20 
years ago in Canada. 

But what about the babies of unmar- 
ried mothers? It is a fact that the illegi- 
timacy rate in Canada hasrisen, and that 
in 1946 there were 13,615 such births in 
this country. A quarter of a century 
ago, the overwhelming majority of these 
babies would be surrendered by their 
mothers, most of them either “given 
out” or, if unattractive, reared in an 
institution. Today the story is different. 
One out of two will in all likelihood stay 
with the mother, and perhaps not more 
than one out of four or five will be made 
available for responsible adoption place- 
ment. 

The reason for this significant change 
is to be found in more effective -provis- 
ions for the protection of the unmarried 
mother and her child. The old mechan- 
ism of getting rid of the child at once, 
legally if possible, but quickly and 
quietly, ground out suffering, misery, 
unhappiness—and still does, where it is 
allowed to operate. But for a generation 
now, Canadian and U.S. legislation and 
practice have been steadily improving; 
good social work aims at reaching the 
expectant unmarried mother early with 
responsible service and advice. There is 
no rule of thumb in handling this most 
poignant of human difficulties. In one 
case every consideration leads to keep- 
ing mother and child together; in the 
next, to separation, in the interests of 
both chdd and community. Inter-mar- 
riage is often the solution; again, it 
might create an utterly untenable situa- 
tion. One child might be suitable for 
adoption, but the baby in the next cot 
could not be so released by any agency 
with conscience. A case at present in 
the care of one welfare organization is a 
bright and precocious child, the off- 
spring of incestuous relations of brother 
and sister—a case calling for a high type 
of supervised private home care but 
certainly not for legal adoption. 

Today public or voluntary funds, or 
payments under “affiliation 
legal action establishing 
paternity) are all utilized in the increase 
in the numbers of children adjusted in 
the care of the mother, her family or a 
welfare agency. Thus the whole trend 
is to reduce the number of children re- 
leased by their own parents for transfer 
to others, at the very time the adoption 
demand has been growing at an unpre- 
cedented rate. 


. 
orders 
(based on 


It is well to emphasize 





that no proper child-care agency will 
enter into an adoption contract on other 
than a probationary period unless very 
unusual circumstances exist. Nor will 
an experienced agency be party to such 
contract unless there is absolute assur- 
ance of complete legal surrender of the 
child, and fully consummated judicial 
procedures in its adoptive placement. 


BUT IT is perhaps only to be expected 
that the rising demand will seek to 
short-circuit these carefully devised pro- 
cedures and may find the method. The 
Children’s Bureau in the U.S. and the 
Canadian Welfare Council have long 
public support for adequate 
safeguards in adoption legislation and 


sought 


practice, governing adoption generally, 
interstate and interprovincial placement 
and cross-border and local transfer of 
children from one 

parents to another. 
adequate safeguards? 

1. We need adequate child protection 
and care services, generally available to 
any parent and particularly to the un- 
married mother and her child. 

There are sound and effective legisla- 
tive and administrative provisions in 
six provinces only. Canadian women 
should inform themselves as to what the 
resources are in their respective prov- 
inces and how they rank in the Domin- 
ion generally. 


parent or set of 
What are these 


2. We should insist upon formal court 
action, in the court of most suitable 
jurisdiction, covering the surrender of 
guardianship of any child released for 
legal adoption, such action to require 
the consent of the natural parent or 
parents, unless these rights have already 
been legally terminated beyond ques- 
tion. 

While there has been general agree- 
ment on this point, statute and practice 
vary widely and procedure is regrettably 
loose in many parts of Canada. Some 
provinces allow dispensing with consent 
if parents have failed to maintain the 
child. Quebec recognizes the institution 
caring for the child as possessing the 
power to give consent under certain 
circumstances. In most of the provinces 
one of two procedures is now favored: 
(1) if the guardianship be deemed in- 
adequate, an effort is made to transfer it 
by court action, making the child a ward 
of the province or of a children’s aid 
society before placement for adoption; 
or (2) the parent signs an agreement to 
surrender the child for adoption, but 
actually transfers guardianship directly 
through the court when the adoption is 
definitely arranged. 

3. All adoption proceedings should be 
held in camera in a court of competent 
jurisdiction, and notice of all hearings 
should be given to the public child wel- 
fare authorities who have the right to 
intervene and present argument against 
any unsuitable adoption. 

Where Canadian practice needs cor- 
rection is in the confusion of social and 
legal function, and a tendency to vest 
actual judicial power in the welfare 
administration as well as to shut off the 
right of an individual to go into the 


courts directly to seek an adoption, or to ° 


oppose a petition or to seek revocation of 
adoption. The important thing is to 
assure that the welfare authority is 
advised of every petition and must be 
heard in objection or endorsation, but 
the right of the subject to go before the 
court and the recognition of the court 
as the absolute authority must be 
preserved, 


—_ 






“MOMMY LOVES TO 
TAKE ME VISITING NOW” 


So dry ...so safe ...so0 comfy! 
No wonder mothers insist on 
Beaudry Baby Pants. Roomily cut 
in sturdy waterproof Vinylite 
+++ no pins, no buttons to come 

loose. Specially pleated and 
snug-fit designed at legs and 
waist. Elastic is hermetically sealed 
in! Just rinse in soapy suds. 
Cost a little more — last three 
times as long. 


Sizes: Small, Medium and Large 


Insist on 


Baby Pants 


Crib Sheets, bibs, and other 
Nursery Necessities. 
LOOK FOR THE SILVER BOX! 


48-1A 





500 Travel Questions 
Answered in the 1948 Edition of 
our book, “Tips on Trips” Free! 

Write today 


Skyway Luggage of Canada 


1424 Charles St., Vancouver, B.C. 








now. 
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TEETHING! 


Yes, to keep your baby smiling and 
happy, make sure the little system is 
working just right. Avoid troubles at 
teething time by giving Steedman’s 
Powder. This famous English remedy 
gently regulates the little system. 
Keeps baby from being feverish and 
fretful. At your druggist’s. 


Mother praises 
Steedman's — “I 
have 7 children, 
and they hove had 
nothing but Steed- 
man’s while teeth- 


FREE BOOKLET 


“Hine to Mothers” 
Write John Steedman 


& Co., Dept. A-2, 429 
St. Jean Baptiste St., 





ge STEEDMANS 


Seething teens POW DERS 


Look for the double EE symbol on the package. 












4. The court should have available 
responsible welfare services for counsel- 
ing on the social aspects of all proceed- 
ings. 

5. No adoption should become final 
without a period of supervised, proba- 
tionary residence of child and foster 
parent. This period is now generally 
favored as two years—and this obtains 
in Ontario and Quebec. 

It is desirable to have a power of 
waiver in these periods—for example, 
where the child has had no other home 
since infancy, in case of relatives, ete. 
So most statutes empower the court to 
wipe out this period on certification of 
the welfare authority that such action 
is in the child’s best interest. This pro- 
vision, when not carefully exercised, 
has led to some of our gravest abuses 
and obviously is utilized when place- 
ment of children is made outside their 
own province and outside Canada. 

6. Certain procedures are essential if 
we are to safeguard the rights of chil- 
dren to legal security in residence, citi- 
zenship and guardianship. 

The adoption should always 
effected in the jurisdiction of the appli- 
cant’s legal residence so that the child 
can be safeguarded under the laws ther 
in Except in unusual circum- 
stances no child should be placed for 
adoption outside the jurisdiction of the 
province of its legal residence. When 
special conditions do arise, the home 
investigation services should be carried 
out by the authorized welfare agency in 
the jurisdiction to which the child is 
going. The child should be transferred 
to the legal guardianship of that agency 
and then placed and supervised in a 
home under its authority. 


be 


force. 


Interprovincial agreements among the 
Canadian provinces should be concluded 
to these ends. : 

The Governments of Canada and the 
United States should execute an agree- 
ment along comparable lines, declining 
immigration entry of any child for 
adoption in the territory of the other, 
or of any child adopted to one of its 
citizens in another country, without the 
certificate of the welfare authorities of 
the state of destination to the effect that 
such placement is in the interests of all 
concerned. 

It is in such provisions that our 
Canadian adoption legislation and prac- 
tice fall down badly. Only in Ontario is 
adoption specifically prohibited of non- 
residents or to nonresidents. Though 
decent working procedures can operate 
as safeguards when these are followed 
by the public authorities in relation to 
sister provinces and the states south of 
the border, proper interprovincial and 
international agreements, specifically 
drawn and rigidly enforced, are urgently 
needed. 

All Canadians have a responsibility 
in this matter; they should not shirk it. 
It is always to be remembered that any 
child available for transplanting to 
parents other than his own has already 
been the victim of disaster or insecurity 

death, ill health, dependency, incom- 
petence, incompatibility, culpability on 
the part of parents or parent, with the 
child born out of wedlock probably 
carrying the particular disability of 
nervous, social and even physical handi- 
caps. To expose any youngster, especi- 
ally an infant, to a second insecurity 
comes close to culpable negligence, and 
every safeguard that experience sug- 
gests should be invoked to avoid it. # 





Its great to 


hear from gou, 


“For a while there you had me worried— 
you were so quiet! They tell me you coo 
Just like any other baby, but you sound 
wonderful to me!”’ 


Mom's coming and so’s MENNEN! A bath 
seems to be coming up—with a famous 
finale-~-a Mennen Baby Oil smoothdown! 
Mennen is the original antiseptic baby 
oil. Over 3300 hospitals use it on new- 
born babies. And the majority of doctors 
recommend antiseptic baby oil. 


Helps prevent many 
because it’s antiseptic. 


skin irritations 
Mennen Baby 


Mennen 


Baby Powder 


Twe of the world’s 
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Oil helps protect baby from chafing, 
urine irritation, diaper rash, roughness, 
many other skin discomforts. Use 
Mennen Antiseptic Baby Oil after every 
bath, at every diaper change. 


Baby loves NEW Mennen Baby Powder, 
too! So soft, so white, so fragrant! 
Helps prevent and relieve diaper rash, 
prickles, urine irritation, chafing. Helps 
absorb excessive perspiration. Borated, 
for extra protection. 


Baby Oil 





finest baby products 





IT PAYS YOU 
CASH 


Here is your opportunity to build up a profitable 
business in your spare time. No experience required, 
work is pleasant and dignified. You need no money 
to start for everything is supplied without charge. 


Many members of the Fidelity Moneymakers Club 
earn upwards of a thousand dollars a year from 
their spare time work. If you live in a small town, 
village, city or even in a rural area, you can turn 
your spare hours into CASH. 


This opportunity is open to men and women — 
send the handy coupon NOW! 


Fidelity Moneymakers Club, 


RUSH me 
earnings. 


yo 


City . 


210 Dundas Street West, 
Toronto 2, 


Canada. 
free details of your plan for spare time 


..PC C4-48 
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Never neglect a 


tiny cut 





Any tiny cut can become infected. 
Never take a chance. 


Cleanse the cut properly. Then 
put on BAND-AID*, the adhesive 
bandage that stays put... even on 
hard-to-bandage places. 


It comes to you individually 
wsapped; keeps out dirt, helps 
prevent infection. 


Caution: Remember not all adhe- 
sive bandages are BAND-AID. 
Only Johnson & Johnson makes 
BAND.AID. 


*BAND.AID is the registered trademark of 
Johnson & Johnson Limited for its adhesive 
bandage. 


The quick, easy way 
to bandage a tiny cut 


QUICK FIRST aip i 
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* 
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y BANDAID 
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ADHESIVE BANDAGES 
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@ Learn to sew the SINGER way — and you'll 
always get smooth-looking results! Course 
of 8 lessons is only $10. (You can save 
more than that on your first few dresses!) 





“Expensive? Heavens, no! I made her dress — 


with the help of my SINGER SEWING CENTER!” 





; J OU don’t have to spend a fortune to have the best- details like button-holes and picoting, SINGER will do 
dressed youngster on the block! them for you — at prices so reasonable you'll wonder 
“¢.. : <a 8 
You can make pretty clothes — and save a pretty if you heard right! 
ee 5 hag Pe ‘GER SEWING CENTER! ; " @ A counterful of braid! Dainty lace, peasant 
penny—with the help of your SINGER SEWING CENTER! rASie : ee a i ' , 
SINGER has the best selection of notions in town, banding, crisp ruffles — you can get them 
Easy-to-follow lessons show you every step from too. Why not stop in today? Start sewing for your 


all at your SINGER SEWING CENTER. Plus 
SINGER’s helpful Dressmaking Guide, 25¢. 


cutting to finishing. And when it comes to tricky little girl! 






@Everything’s in reach in a SINGER Sewing @ Fancy trims are easy when you use the zig- @ Just the right buttons set off a dress in style! @Notion-hunting? You'll find them all at your 
Cabinet. Three-drawer model holds all your zagger — special SINGER attachment for You'll find a rainbow selection at your SINGER SEWING CENTER! Thread, zippers, 


notions—serves handsomely as night stand stitching braid and appliques. Gatherer, SINGER SEWING CENTER. Metal, plastic, tape measure, pin cushion. And wonderful 


or end table, too. Satiny walnut finish. quilter, zipper foot are time-savers, too. pearl, wood. Fascinating—and reasonable! roomy sewing buckets to keep them in. 


FOR YOUR PROTECTION! 


SINGER sells its sewing machines 

* and other products only through 
SINGER SEWING CENTERS, identified 
by the Red “S” on the window, and 
never through department stores 
or other outlets. 


Be sure to check the address of your local 
SINGER SEWING CENTER in vour phone book 
— SINGER SEWING MACHINE COMPANY. 


Saeieenneeienn ol 
: Here’s the SINGER SEWING CENTER 
@ Select your SINGER* now! Featherweight asians ; 
; : at 258 St. Joseph Street, Quebec, P.Q. 
portable or handsome cabinet. Get your 
; c : Hundreds more from coast to coast. 
name on the list. No contract, no payment 


, ; There’s one near you! 
my g rs fill urn ror 
when you register. Orders filled in turr actual Pasha inet We 
THE SINGER MANUFACTURING COMPANY 


SINGER SEWING CENTERS — 


Niknpepn eee 
THERE’S ONE NEAR YOU TO SERVE YOU 






Copyright U.S.A. 1945, 1947, 1948, by The Singer Manufacturing Co. All rights reserved for all countries. 
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When MINUTES Count 















IN TEST AFTER TEST 
OLD DUTCH, WITH SEISMOTITE, WAS FASTEST, EASIEST 


Minutes ciways count in cleaning! And from that 
last-minute bathroom job to daily kitchen tasks 
—see how many minutes, how much actual rub- 
bing you can save with Old Dutch Cleanser! 
AMAZINGLY FAST 
ON STUBBORN, GREASY DIRT 
"Scientific Tests were made on soiled, greasy 
surfaces because dirt-holding grease is a daily 


cleaning problem. And Old Dutch cleaned 
sparkling bright fastest and easiest of cleansers 
well-known all over the U.S. and Canada. 


Here’s why: Old Dutch not only dissolved 
grease — Seismotite removed dirt with aston- 
ishing speed. And it is so safe, it didn’t scratch 
in special tests for gentleness. Old Dutch 
is easy on the hands, too. So get a can today! 


Canada’s Favorite Cleanser — FASTEST, EASIEST, SAFEST ; ALY ¥ Re 2h. 
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